


A PAGEANT, 

AND 


OTHER POEMS 




A PAG E A N -E 

AND 

OTHER POEMS 

A 


MV 

CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTI 


S^onton 

MACMILLAN AND CO. 
88 1 



Prhited by R. & k. Clark, /\bii:burgh. 



A P A G E A N'E 

AND 

OTHER POEMS 


BY 

CHRISTINA G. -ROSSETTI 


i^ontfon 

MACMILLAN AND CO. 

88i 




CONTENTS. 

The Key-Note 


tl'AGh 

. ’ I 

The Months: a Pageant 



3 

Pastime . . r • 



23 

• 

‘^ITALI^, 10 ti saluto !” . 

• • 


0 

24 

Mirrjrs of Li4<e and Death . 



2^ 

A Rallad of Boding 



32 

Yet a little while . 



42 

• 

He and She .... 



43 

Monna Innominata . 



44 

• 

“Luscious and Sorrowful” . 



59 

De Pjiofundis .... 



6o 

Tempus fugit . 



6!^ 

• 

Golden Glories . . « . 


. 

62 

• » 

Johnny , 



63 

•“Hollow-sounding a> .> Mysterious” . • 


67 

Maiden May • . 



. -^69 

• • 

'fiLL To-morrow 



74 



wif CONTENTS . 

0 • 

UEATH^WATCiyiS 


PACK 

7 ^ 

TcTuciiing “Never” . 


76 

•both . 


• 

77 * 

A Life’s Parallels . 


82 

At itvsT# • . • 


83 ' 

Lft)r,I)EN fJlLENCES 


84 

In the Willow Shade 


.^5 

Fluttered Wings 


89 

A Fisher-Wife *. . . ^ . 


90 

What’s in a Name? 


91 

Mariana . * • . 


93 

* t 

• 

Memento Mori } . ^ 

t' • 

94 

^'‘One Foot on Sea, Ai^d one on ^SiioREf* 


95 

Buds and Babies 

« 


’ 97 

Boy Johnny . . . . * ... 


98 

Freaks of Fashion 


99 

An October Garden 


103 

“SuM^iER IS ended” 


^ 104 

Passing and Glassinc: • , . 

^0 


I will ./^rise” . . ^ 


J07 

A Prodigal Son . . ^ . 


109 

*■ m 

S(EUR Louise de la Mis^ricori:s<: . . .* 

< 


no 

An “ iMMURAfA ” Sister . ^ ^ . 


112 

TlKlrU SAYEST, P^EIIOLD, WE KNEW IT NOT ” 


: II4 

The Thread of Life 

* t 





CONTENTS. 


»/'AGh 

Tjie Key-Note ’ i 

The Months: a Pageant 3 

Pastime . , - * . 23 

• « 

‘•Italic, 10 ti saluto !” . . . ^ . . 24 

• • 

Mirrors of Li^^-e and Death 2'-. 

A liALLAi) OF Boding 32 

Yet a little while 42 

He and She 43 

Monna Innominata -44 

“Luscious and Sorrowful” 59 

' He r*OFUNuis 60 

Tempus fugit . 6:. 

Golden Glories . . « 62 

• * 

Johnny 63 

•“Hollow-sounding a> .> Mysterious” . • . . 67 

Maiden May • 6 g 

• • 

Till To-morrow . . , . 74 




THE KEY-NOTE. 


W“ ERE arc the songs 1 used to kiiow, 
Where are the notes I used to sing ? 
I'have forgotten everything 
I used to know so long ago ; 

Summer has followed after Spring ; 

,Now Autumn is so shrunk and^ sere, 

I serjccly think a. sadder t^;iing ^ 

'Can be'ihe Winter of my'^ear. 

Yet^^obirv sings' through Winter’s rest, 

When bushes put their berries on ; 

While they their ruddy jewels don, 

He sings out of a ruddy breast ; 

The hips and Ijaws and ruddy breast 

Make one spot warm where snowflakes lie, 

They break rmd dicer the unlovely rest 

0 1 * 

Of Winter’s paus,e— and why not I ? *' 




THE KEY-NOTE. 

arc the songs 1 used to know, 
Where are the notes I used to sing ? 
I^have forgotten everything 
I used to know so long ago ; 

Summer has followed after Spring ; 

,Now Autumn is so shrunk and^ sere, 

I sCrjccly think a sadder t^;iing ^ 

Can be 'ihe Winter of my'^car. 

Yet^^obirv sings" through Winter’s rest, 

WTen bushes put their berries on ; 

While they their ruddy jewels don, 

He sings out of a ruddy breast ; 

The hips and Ijaws and ruddy breast 

Make one spot warm where snowflakes lie, 

They break rmd cllCer the unlovely rest 

0 1 * 

Of Winter’s pauf^e— and why not I ? *' 



THE MONTHS : 


QratTcle, sj^irkle, faggot'; embers glow : 

Some one may be plodding through ^^he s :ow 
k-onging for a, light, . 

For the light that you and I can sho^^. 
l/ no^^one els*e should come, 

Here' Robin Redbreast’s welcome to \ crumb, 

And never troublesome : 

l^obin, why don’t' you come and fetch youi; crumb ? 

Here’s butter for my hunch of bread, 

And jjugar for your crumb ; 

Here’s room ^pon the hearthrug, 

If you’ll only come. 

t 

In your scarlet waistcoat/ 

With your keen bright eye, 

AVherc are yo'u loitering? 

Wings were made to fly ! 

Make haste to breakfast 

Come and fetch ycur crumb, 

^or I’m as glad to sec you 
1 As you are glad to. come. 

[Twh Robin RedBreastf? arc seen tapping with tliei** braks at 
hop about the floor, and peck up' the crumbs and sugar 
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thrown to them. They have scarcely f^ished* fheir meal, 
wl^jj*n a knock is heard.at the door. January h5ng*; a 
guard in front of the lire, and opens to F,ebn]ary, wh^ 
aj^pearsjyith a bunch of sr(l>wdrops in her hand.] 


January. 

(jood-morrow, sister. 

Febi^uary. 

Brother, joy t(j you ! 

rvt brought some snowdrops ; oniy just a few, 
But quite qnougli to prove the world awake, 
Oiecrful aifd hopt^ful in the frosty dew 
And for the pale, sun's sakd 


[She hands a few of her snowdrops to January, who retires 
into the background. While^ February stamls arranging 
the remaining snowdrops in a glass of wate^'^ . the 
window-sill, a soft butting .and bleating .are heard outside. 
She opens tlie*door, .afttl sees one foremost lamb, with 
other sheep and^ lambs bleating and crt)wding lowanr^ 
her.] 


February. 

O you, you little wonder, come — come in. 
You wonderful, you woolly soft white lamb : 
\^ou^panting mother e\^, come too. 



TH^ MONTHS: 

And^ifead t^at tottering twin 
Safe in : • 

"Bring al! your {jlcatin^ kith and kin, 

Except the horny ram. 

[Februffrx opens a second door in the backgrpund, and the 
little flock files through into a warm and sheltered cont- 
partmcnt out of sight.] ' 

The lambkin tottering in its walk 
With just a fleece to wear ; 

The snowdrop drooping on its stalk 
So slender, — 

Snowdrop andMamb, a pnHty prir, 

Braving the cold for our delight, 

Both white, 

Both tender. 

i 

r 

[i^.attling of doors and windows ; branches seen without, 
*tossing violently to and fro.] 

t 

Howethe doors rattle, and the branches sway ! 
Here's brother March com^s whirling on his v'ay 
W(th winds that eddy and sing : — 

L % 

[.^he tUL»ns the handle of the door, which bursts ope-n, and 
discloses March hast^ing up, both hands full of violets 
and anemones.] 
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A PAGEANT. 

thrtiwn to them. They have scarcely f^ishcd’fhcir meal, 
wlyj*n a Jvnock is heanl.at the door. January h^ng*; a 
guard in front of the fire, and opens to F,ebn]ary, whj^ 
appears v/ith a bunch of srdjwdrops in her hand.] 


January. 

(hood-morrow, sister. 

FEBlfUARY.'^ 

Brother, joy t(j you ! 

I’vh brought some snowdrops ; orriy just a few. 

But quite cnougli to prove the world awake, 

• • • ^ 

Oieerful and hop'bful in the frosty dew 

And for the pale sim^s sak<5. 

« • 

[She hands a few of her snowdrops to January, who retires 
into the background. While^ February stamls arranging 
the remaining snowdrops in a glass of ualei;'^^ . the 
window-sill, a soft butting .and ble.ating .are heard outside. 
She opens tlie^door, .aJItl secs one foremost lamb, with 
other sheep and^ lambs bleating and crowding towaref^ 
her.] 


P EBRUARY. 

O you, you little wonder, come — come in. 
You wonderful, you woolly soft white lamo : 
^You^panting mother e\^, come too, * 



rNE MONTHS: 


rl drive ocean ashore 
With rush and roar, 

. And Ke cannot say me nay : 
harpstrings all 
Are the forests tall. 

Making music when I play. 

And as others perforce, 

So I on my course 
Run and needs must run, 

With sap on the mount 
Aijd buds past count * 

And rivers <and clouds and sun, , 
With st’asons and breathe 
And timej and death 
And all that has yet begun. . 


[Before March has done speaking, a voice is heard approach- 
ing •accompanied hy a twittering of birds. April comev 
V,''#ilong singing, and stands outside and out of sight tq, finish 
her song.J 

April. 

«t 

[Outsiflc.] 

Pretty little three - 
Sparrows in a treA 
Light upon the wing ; 

Though j^ou cannot sing 

( j 

You can chirp offspring : 
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Chirp of Spring to me, 

Sparrows, from your tree. 

NtVer mind the showers, 

Chirp about the flowers 
While you build a nest : 

Straws from east and west. 

Feathers from your Jjrcast, 

Make the snuggpst bovvers 
In a world of flowers. 

You must dart away 
From thd chosen si:%*ay. 

You intrusive thiref 

« 

Extra little bird f 
^^oin tlie unwedded herd ! 

These have done whh play, 

And must work to-day. 

A<prtl. 

[Ai)pearin^ aWthc open c^oor.] 
(^od-morrow und gc^d-bye : if others jly, 

Of all the flying mbnths you’re the most flying. 

March. 


YoiVre hope c^nd sweettiess, April. 



THE MONTHS ; 


ro ' 


April. 

Birth means dyin^ 
As wings and Vind niean flying ; 

( S<j yoiti and I and all things fly or die ; 

And sometimes I sit sighing to think of dying. 

But meanwhile Fve a rainbow in my showers, 

And a lapful of flowers, 

r * 

And these dpar npstlings aged three hours ; 

And here’s their mother sitting. 

Their fatljer’s merely flitting 

To find their ^breakfast somewhere in my bowers. • 

[As she speaks April %hows March ^ler apyon full of* flowers 
and nest full of birds.* March wanders away intb' the» 
grounds. April, without entering^ the cottage, hangs over 
the hungry nestlings watching them.] 


April. 

What beaks you have, you jfunny things,. 
What voices shrill and rveak ; 

Who’d think that anything that sings 
Could sing through such* a beak ?. 

Ye^t you’ll be nightingales one day. 

And charm the country side, 

"'^^hen I’m away and far away 
And May is quedn and bilde. 
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Chirp of Spring to me, 

Sparj^ows, from your tree. 

N«Ver mind the sfiowers, 

Chirp about the flowers 
^ While you build a nest : 

Straws from east and west, 

Feathers from your Jjrcast, 

Make the snuggpst bovvers • 

In a world of flowers. 

• 

You must dart away 
From thd chosen si:%ay. 

You intrusive thiref 

Extra little bird t 

^oin tlie unwedded herd ! 

These have done wkh play, 

And must work to-day. 

Ac»rtl. 

[Aj^jiearing aWthc open c^oor.] 

(^od-morrow end ggpd-bye : if others ^y, 

Of all the flying mbnths youVe the most flying. 

March. 


YoiVre hope ifnd sweettiess, April. 



THE MONTHS : 


" ‘Here; are my buds of lily and of rcTse, 
And here’s my namesake blqssom 4nay ; 
* And from a watery spot 
See here forget-me-not, 

With all that blows 
To-day. 


Hark to m,v linnets from the hedges^ green, 
Blackbird and lark and thrush and dove, 

And every nightingale 
And cuckoo tells its tal«, 

And all they mean 

f • 

Is l^ive. 

♦ 

line appears at the fi^rthcr end of the garden, coming slow?y 
towards jNfay, who, seeing her, «?xclairnsj 


May. 

Surely you’re come too early, sister June. 


JVNE. 

Indeed I feel as if I <!ame too soon . 

« 

To^round your young^Iay moon 
And set the world a-gasping at my noon. 

Vet come I must. So here are strawberries . 
Sun-flushed and swdet, as mcitiy as you, please ; 
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Andjiere are full-blown roses by the score, 
Mor^ roses, and yet more. * 

[May,^atinf3: ‘^rawberries, wilhclfaws among the flower bc(l«. 


June. 

The sun does all my long day’s work for me, 
Raises and ripens everything ; 

I need but sit beneath a leafy tree 
And watch and sing. 

, [tScats licrself in the shadow ol' a laburnum. 

« j 

Or iri’m lulledUiy note of bird and bee, 

Or lullt^d by I'loontidc’s silence deep, 

1 need but nestle down bcneatli my tree 
Ahd drop asleep. 


[June falls asleep ; and is not awakene<l by the v( July, 

wh(j behind the scenes i^ heard half singing, halt calling.] 


July. 

^ yjehind the scenes.] 

Blue flags, yellow 'flags, flags all freckled, 
Which will you take? yellow, blue, speckled I 

0 

Take whieh you will, siieckled, blue, yellow, 
Eaph in its way has not a' fellow. 



V ^ rTHE MONTHS: 

^ ^ ^ C ' C 

f [En^e^ July> a basket of many-coloured irises slyiig upon his 
fshould rl, a bunch of ripe grass in one hand, and a j)late 
piled full of peaches bManced upon the othe#! He steals 
"up to June, and tickles her with the grass. 'She w .kes.] 

T < 


June. 

Wh^t, here already ? 


July. 

Nay, my tryst is kept ; 

The longest day slipped by you while you slept. 
I’ve broijght you one curved pyramid of bloom, 

c [Hands her the pinte. 

Not flowers but peaches, gathered where the bees, 
As downy, bask And boom 
In sunshine and in , gloom of trees. 

But get you in, a storm is at ifey heels ; 

The whirlwind whistles and wheels, 

Lig^Dflng flashes and thunder peals, 

Flyhig and following hard upon my heels. 

[June takes shelter in a* thickly- woven arbour. J 


July. 

The roar of a storm SA\^eeps up 
'^From the east to Sve lurid west, 
The darkening sky, like a cup. 

Is filled w4th rain to tlp,c brink ; 
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And Jiere are full-blown roses by the score, ' 
Mor^ roses, and yet more. * 

Afay, gating jj^rawbcrries, withtlfaws anicng the flower bcd«.J 


June. 

The sun does all my long day’s work for me, 
Raises and ripens everything ; 

I need but sit beneath a leafy tree 
And watch and sing. 

, [tScats herself in the shadow of a laburnum. 

« j 

Or iWm lulledUiy note of bird and bee, 

Or lulle^d by I'loontidc’s silence deep, 

need but nestle down beneath my tree 

> 

Ahd drop asleep. 

[June falls asleep ; and is not awakened by the vc »qc of July, 
• who behind the scenes is heard half singinj^, halt callint;.] 


July. 

l^Uehind the scones.] 

Blue flags, yellow 'flags, flags all freckled, 
Which will you taKc ? yellow, blue, speckled ! 
Tb-kc which you will, speckled, blue, yellow, 
Eagli in its way has not a fellow. 



i THE MONTHS : 

Ancjfeartli and air both smell as sweet as, balm 
Fl\ flieir recovered calm, 

And that they owe to me. 

[July retires into a shrubbery,]* 

August. 

Wheat sways heavy, oats arc airy, 

Barley bows a graceful head, 

Short and spiall scoots up canary, 

Each of these is some one’s bread ; 
BrCf^d for man or bread for beast, 

Oi^ at very least 
A bird's 'savoury feast. 

Men are brethren of each other, 

One in flesh and one in food ; 

And a sort of foster brother 
Is the litter, or the brood, 

Of that folk in fur or feather. 

Who, with m^n together, 
j Breast the Avjnd and weather. 

‘ [August descries September trailing across the lawn. 

{ ^ 

Augus-t. 

My harvest home is ended ; and I spy 
September drawing^ nigh ^ 
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•With the first thouglit of Autumn in h^r eye, 
And first sigh • 

*t)f^utumn wind among her locks that fly. 


[September arrives, carrying upon her head ^ basket hcaned 
high with fruit.] 


September. 

Unload me, brother. I h^ve br 4 >ught«a few 
Plums and these pears for you, 

A dozen kinds ot apples, one or two 
Melons^ some figs all bursting throt^^ 

Their^skms, and pearled with 8gw 
The^se damsoifs yiolet-blue. , 

• 

[While S»pteml9er is speaking, August lifts the basket to the 
ground, selects various fruits, and withdraws slowly along 
the gravel walk, eating a pear as^c goes.] 


gEPTEM«ER. 

My song isjialf a sigfl 
Secause my green kaves die \ 

Sweet are my fruits, bfij^all my leaves are 4ying >* 
And well may Aufumn sigh, 

'And well may I 

Who watch the® sere leaves ftying. 

•c 



^i8 \^HE MONTHS : 

•My Reaves that fade and fall, 

I note you one and all ; 

I dall you, and the Autumn wirid is cajling, ^ 

, T 

Lamenting for your fall, 

And for the pall 
Yqu spread on earth in falling. 

And here’s a song of flowers to suit such hours : 

'A song of the last lilies, the last flowers, 

i 

Amid my withering bowers. 

Ifi the sunny garden bed 
Liliea look so pule, 

Lilies ^droop the Ix^ad . 

In thg s^ady grassy vale ; 

If all alike they pi^e 
In shade and in shine, 

. If everywhere they grieve. 

Where will lilies live ? 

[October enters briskly, some le^fy twigs bearing different^ 
, sorts of nuts in one ha.id, and a long ripe hop-bine trail- 
ing after him from the other. A dahlia is stuck in his 
buttonhole.] 

October. 

I ^ 

Nay, cheer up sister. Life is not quite o\er," ^ 
Even jf the year has done witlv corn and, clovtr. 
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•With tfi© first thouglit of Autumn in h^r ey^. 

And first sigh • 

•t)f^utunui wind among her locks that fly. 

[September arrives, carrying upon her head ^ basket heaned 
high with fruit.] 

September. 

Unload me, brother. I h^ve brought .a few 
Plums and these pears for you, 

A dozen kinds oC apples, one or two 
Melons^ some figs all bursting throi^f^ 

Their^skms, and pearled with 8gw 
The^se damsoifs yiolet-blue. 

[While S»pteml?er is speaking, August lifts the basket to the 
ground, selects various fruits, and withdraws slowly along 
the gravel walk, eating a pear as lie goes.] 


gEPTEM«ER. 

My song isjialf a sigR 
Secause my green kaves die ; 

Sweet are my fruits, b&l^all my leaves are 4ying 
And well may Auftimn sigh. 

And well may I 

Who watch the® sere leaves flying. ^ 

•c 
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October. 

k^re comes my youngest sister, looking dim 
An'd grim, 

With dismal ways. 

^vV^hat* cheer' November ? 

November. 

[Enterjfig and shutting the door. ] 

Nought hkve I eo brii^g 
Tramping a-chill and shivering, 

Except these pine-cones for a blaze, — 

Except a fog' which follows, 

And stuffs up aLV the hollows, — 

Except a hoar frost here and there, — 

Except some shooting stars 

Which dart their luminous cars 

Trackless and noiseless through the keen night air. 

[October, shrugging his shoulders, withdraws into the back- 
ground, while November throws her pine cones on the 
fire, and sits down listFessly.] 

November. 

The earth lies fast, asleep, grown tired 
Of all that’s high or deep ; 

’ There’s nought desired and nought leqaired 
Save a Sleep. 
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I rock the cradle of the earth, 

• I lull Jier with a sigh ; 

And know that she Wll wake to mirth 
By and by. 

[Through the window December is seen running and leap* 
ing in thpc direction of the door. lie knocks, f * 

November. 

[Calls out witfiout rising.] 

Ah, here’s my youngest brother com^ at last : 
Gome in, December. 

[He opens the door and enters, loaded with evergreens in 
berry, etc.]* 

.NOVEMBEft. 

Come, and shut the door, 

For now it’s snowing fast 
•It snows, and will snow more and more \ 

IJon’t let it drjft in on the floor. 

But you, you’re «ill aglow ; how can you be 
Rosy and warm aad smiling in the cold ? 

Deoember. 

Nay, no closed doors for me, 

But open doors and open^hearts and glee 
* To •welcome 3^oung and old. 



]tHE MONTHS; A PAGEANT^ 

I " 

'Dimnicst and brightest month am I ; 

My short days end, my lengthe/iing dUys*begin ; 
\Vhat matters more or less sun in the sky, ' 
When all is sun within ? 

[lie begins making a wreath as he sings. 

Ivy and privet dark as night, 

I weave with hips and haws a cheerful show, 
And hqyy for ji beauty and delight. 

And milky mistletoe. 

r* .. 

While high above them all I set 

Yew twigs and Christmas roses pure and pale ; 

Then Spring her snowdrop and lier violet 

May keep, .so sweet and frail ; 

May keep each merry singing bird, 

Oi* all her happy birds that singing build : 
f'or I’ve a carol wliich some shepherds heard 
Once in a wintry field. 

[W iiilc December concludes his song nil the other Months 
troop in from the garden, or ad.ance out of t’ e back- 
g'-ounJ. The Twelve join hands in a circle, and begin 
dancing round to a stately lyeasure as the Curtain falls.] 
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I rock the cradle of the earth, 

• I lull Jier with a sigh ; 

And know that she will wake to mirth 
By and by. 

[Through the window December is seen running and leap* 
ing in the direction of the door. lie knocks, f 

November. 

[Calls out witfiout rising.] 

Ah, here’s my youngest brother com^ at last : 
Gome in, December. 

[He opens the door and enters, loaded with evergreens in 
berry, etc.]* • ^ 

.NoVEMBEft. 

Come, and shut the door. 

For now it’s snowing fast 

It snows, and will snow more and more : 

IJon’t let it drjft in on the floor. 

But you, you’re «ill aglow ; how can you be 
Rosy and warm and smiling in the cold ? 

Deoember. 

Nay, no closed doors for me. 

But open doors and open^hearts and glee 
To •welcome 3^oung and old. 
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“ ITALIA, 10 TI SALUTO 1” 

9 

*^0 come back from the sweet South, to the Nbrth 
Where I was bom, bred, look to die ; 

Cume back/-0 do jny d^y’s work in its day, 

Play out my play — 

Amen,ramen, say I. 

To see no more thjp* country half my own,' 

Nor hear the half fajniliar speech,^ 

Amen, I say ; I turn^ to that bleak North 

Whence I came forth — 

The South lies out of reach, 
f ' 

«F 

But when our swallows fly back to the South, 

To the sweet South, td the sweet South, 

Theiiears may come agiiin into my eyes 
On the old wise, 

Ajiid>^he sweet name to mouth. 



M/HHOJIS OF LIFE AND. BEAT?!. 
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MIRRORS OF LIFE AND DEATH.* 


' I "'HE mystery of I^ife, the mystery 
Of Death, I see 
Darkly as yi a glass ; 

'ifheir shadows pass, 

^And talk with me. 

• • 

As the flush ©f a Mornihg Sky, 

As a Morning Sky colourless — 
Each yields its measure t)f light 
To a wet world or a dry ; 

, Each fares Jhrough day to night 
With e^ual p^e, 

And then^ach ©ne 
Is done. 

^As the Sun witl/glory and grace 
In his face, 

Benignantiy hot, 
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JkiRRORS OF LIFE AND DEATH. 

Graciously radiant and keen, 

Ready to rise arfd to run, — - 
Not without spot. 

Not even the Sun. 

I r 

As the Moon 

On the wax, on the wane. 

With night for her noon ; 

Vanishing soon, 

To appear again. 

As Roses that droop 

Half wa\m, l]alf chill, in* the languid* May, 
And breaths out a scerkt 

Sweet and faint*; 

•• 

Till the wind gives one iwoop 
To scatter their beauty away. 

As Lilies a multitude, 

One dipping, one ^rising, (jne sinking, * 
On rippling waters, clecA blue 
And pure for their drinking; 

One new dead, and one opened anew,^ 
■And all good. 

As a cankered pale Flower, 

Whh death for a dower, 
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MIRRORS OF LIFE AND DEATH.* 

I "'HE mystery of the mystery 
Of Death, I see 
Darkly as yi a glass ; 

'^heir shadows pass, 

And talk with me. 

As the flush ©f a Mornifig Sky, 

As a Morning Sky colourless — 

Each yields its measure f)f light 
To a wet world or a dry ; 

, Each fares Jhrough day to night 
With elq^ual p^e, 

And then^ach ©ne 
^Is done. * 

^As the Sun witl/glory and grace 
In his face, 

Benignantfy hot. 
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cares he 

For blossoming ^boughs, 

Or the song-singing bevies 
Of birds in their glee, 

Scarlet, or golden, or blue ? 

As a Mole grubbing underground j 
When it qomes to the light 
It grubs itr way -back again, 

Feeling no bias of fur 
To hamper it in its stir, • 

Scant of, pleasure and P9.in, 

Sinking itsflf out of si^ht 
Without soundj 

t 

As Waters that drop and drop, 
Weariness v/ithout end, 

That drop and never stop, 

Wear that nothing can rnend. 

Till one day they dropr — 

Stop — ' ^ 

And there’s an end, 

•And matters mend. 

\ 

As Trees, beneath whose skin 
We mark not the sap begin 
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To swell and rise, 

^ilUthe whole bursts eut in green : 

We mark Sie falling leaves 
Wtien tke wide world grieves 
And sighs. 

As a Forest on fire, 

Where maddened creatures desire 
Wet mud or wings 
Beyond all those things 
Which coulcj assuage desire 

Oy this side the flaming fire. 

• • 

As WindVith i sob ai^d sigh 
To which there comes n<i reply 
But a rustle and shiver 
From rushes of the river 
As Wind with a desolate moan, 
Moaning on alone. 


As a Desert all sand, • 

!glank, neitfi^r watej nor land 
For solace, or dwelHng, or culture. 


Where the storms ^nd the wild creatures howl ; 
Given over to lion and vulture, 


To ostrich, jjnd jackal, afid owl : 
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Yet somewhere an oasis lies ; 

There waters arise 

To nourish one seedling of balm, 

i> 

Perhaps, or one palm. 

As the Sea, 

Murmuring, shifting, swaying ; 

One time sunnily playing, 

V 

On^. time wrecking and slaying ; 

In whichever mood it be, 

Worst or best, 

Never at rest 

As still Waters and decj), 

As shallow Waters that brawl. 

As rapid Waters that leap 
To their fall 

As Music, as Colour, as Shape, 

Keys of rapture and ]3ain 
Turning in vain 

In a lock which turns not again. 

While breaths and , moments escape. 

As Spring, all bloom and desire ; 

As Summer, all gift and fi^'e ; 
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To swell and rise, 

'J'ill*the whole bursts eut in green : 
We mark fiie falling leaves 
Wtien tke wide world grieves 
And sighs. 

As a Forest on fire, 

Where maddened creatures desire 
Wet mud or wings ^ 

Beyond all those things 
Which coulcj assuage desire 

Oy this side the flaming fire. 

• • 

As WindVith 3i sob an^d sigh 
To which there comes n<i reply 
But a rustle and shiver 
From rushes of the river 
As Wind with a desolate moan, 
Moaning on alone. 


As a Desert all sand, • 

!glank, neitfi^r watej nor land 
For solace, or dwelling, or culture, 

Where the storms^and the wild creatures howl ; 
Given over to lion and vulture, 

To ostrich, and jackal, atid owl : 
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A BALLAD OF BODING. 

.E are sleeping dreams and waking dreams ; 
What seems*is not always as it seems# 

I looked out of my window in the sweet new morning, 
And there I saw three barges of manifold adorning 
Went sailing toward^the East : 

The first had sails Kkc fire, 

The next like glittering wire, 

But sackcloth were tRe sails of ihe least ; 

And all the crews made music, and two had spread a 
f^ast. 

The first choir breathed in flutes, 

And fingered soft guitars*) 

The second won from Ifltcs 
IJarmonious chords and j^rs, 
drums for stormy bars :• 

But tlie third was all of harp^s and scarlet trumpeters ; 
Notes of triumph, then 
An alarm again, 
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As«for on^et, as for vicfory, rallies, stirs, ^ 

Peace at Jaafc and glory to the vanquishers. 

The first barge shewed for figurehead a Ldve with wings; 

The second showed for figurehead a Worm with Stingi ; 

The third, a Lily tangled to a Rose which clii^gs^ 

The •first bore for freight gold and spice and down; 

The second bore a sword, a sceptre, and a crown ; 

• • 

The third, a heap of earth gone to dust and'brown. 

Winged Love meseemed like Folly in the face ; 

Stinged Worm meseemed loathly in his place ; 

Lily* and Rose were flowers of grace. ^ 

• * • 

• 

Merry went the rftvel of the fir^-sailed crew. 

Singing, feasting, dancing to and/ro : 

Pleasures o/er changing, ever graceful, ever new ; 
Sighs, but scarce of woe ; 

AlLthe sighing 

Wooeef such sweet ref>lying ; 

All«the sighing, §wect* and low, 

Used to come and go 

For more pleasure, njerely s^. 

Yet at intervals some on« grew tired 
Of everything desired, 

And sanl% I knew not whither, in sorry plight, 

Out 4f sight. 
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9econ(3[ crew seemed ever 
Wider-visioned, graver, * 

* Mole distinct of purpose, more sustained of w»,ll 
With heads e'rect and proud, 

//nd ^^oices sometimes loud ; 

With endless tacking, counter-tacking, 

All things grasping, all things lacking. 

It would seem ; 

Ever shift’jig helm, or sail, or shroud, 

Drifting on as in a dream. 

Hoarding to their utmost bent, 

Feasting to their fill, 

Yet gnawed by discontent, 

Envy, hatred, malice, on their road they went. 
Their freight was not a treasure, 

Their music not a pleasure ; 

The sword flashed , cleaving through their bands, 

T*> 

Sceptre and crown changed hands. 

The third crew as they went 
Seemed mostly differed ; 

^They toiled in rowing, , for to, them the winu 
contrary. 

As j^ll the world might see. 

They laboured at the oar, 

While on their heads they bore , 
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As*for on^et, as for vicfory, rallies, stirs, 

Peace at Jast and glory to the vanquishers. 

The first blrge shewed for figurehead a Ldve with wings; 
The second showed for figurehead a Worm with Stingi ; 
The third, a Lily tangled to a Rose which clii^gs^ 

The •first bore for freight gold and spice and down; 

The second bore a sword, a sceptre, and a crown ; 

• • 

The third, a heap of earth gone to dust and-^brown. ‘ 
Winged Love meseemed like Folly in the face ; 
Stinged Worm meseemed loathly in his place ; 

Lily* and Rose were flowers of grace. 

• • 

Merry went the rftvel of the firg-sailed 
Singing, feasting, dancing to and/ro : 

Pleasures o/er changing, ever graceful, ever new ; 
Sighs, but scarce of woe ; 

AlLthe sighing 

Wooeef such sweet replying ; 

AlWhe Sghing, jweet* and low. 

Used to come and go • 

For more pleasure, njerely sp. 

Yet at intervals some on« grew tired 
Of everything desired, 

And sankt I knew not whither, in sorry plight, 

Out (if sight. 
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1*0 I«(we or Worm ship floating buoyantly : ‘ 

Aitd there all welcomed him. 

c 

• • 

The ships steered each apart and seemed to scorn • 
each other, 

Yet all the crews were interchangeable ; 

Now one man, now another, 

— Like bloodless spectres some, some flushed by 
' health, — • 

• nJ 

Changed openly, Ar changed by stealth. 

Scaling a slippery side, and scaled it well. 

The most left Love ship, hauling wealth 
Up Worm shipi*s sic^e ; t 

While some few hbllow-eyed , 

Left either for the sack-sailed boat ; 

But this, though not remote, • 

Was worst to mount, and whoso left it once 
Scaro^ ever came again, 

But deemed to loathe his erst companions. 

And wish and work them bane. 

Theri I knew (I know not how) there lurked quicR- 
c sands full of dread, c ♦ 

'*JKocks and reefs and whirlpdols in the water bed, 
Whence a waterspout 
Instantaneously leaped out, 

Roaring as it reared*its head. 
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Soon I spied a something dim, 

M^y-han^ed, grUn, 

► That ^enj flitting to and fro the first and second ship 
It puffed their sails full out 
\^ith puffs of smoky breath 
prom a smouldering lip, 

An^ cleared the waterspout 
Which reefed roaring round about 
Threatening death. 

With a horny hand it steered, 

And a horn appeared 

On its sneering head iipreared 

Haughtji and hig|h ^ 

Against the blackening loweriilg sky. 

With a hoof it swayed, the waves*; 

They opened here and there, 

Till I spied deep ocean graves • 

Full qf skeletons 
Th^t wgre men and women once 
•^oul or fair ; • • • 

Full of things that^reep. 

And fester in the ddbp • 

•^nd never breathe the ^ean life-nurturing air. 

Th« tliirci bark held aloof 
FrorS the,Monster with the hoof, 
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Despite his trgent beck, 

And' fraught with guile 

t r 

Abominable his smile ;f 

Till I saw him take a flying leap on to that deck. 
T&en full of awe, 

With' these same eyes I saw 
His head incredible retract its horn 
Rounding like babe’s new born, 

While sii^ry phosphorescence played 
About his dis-horned head. 

The sneer smoothed from his lip, 

He beamed blatndly on the ship ; 

All winds sank tou moan, 

All waves to a monotcJiie 
(For all these seemed his realrp), 

While he laid a strong caressing hand upon the helm. 

Then a cry well nigh of despair 

Shrieked to heaven, a clamour pf desperate prayer. 

The harpers harped no more, * 

While the trumpeters sounded sou'^, 

An alarm to wake the deUd from their bed ; 

To the rescue, to the rescue, now or never, 

To thg rescue, O ye living, O ye dead, 

Or no more help or hope for ever I — 

The planks strained as though they must part asunder. 
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boon I spied a something dim, 

M^y-han^ed, grUn, 

' That ^enf flitting to and fro the first and second ship; 
It puffed their sails full out 
With puffs of smoky breath 
prom a smouldering lip, 

Anct cleared the waterspout 
Which reekd roaring round about 
Threatening death. 

With a horny hand it steered, 

And a horn appeared 

On its sneering head jipreared 

Haughtji and hig|h ^ 

Against the blackening lowering sky. 

With a hoof it swayed, the waves*; 

They opened here and there, 

Till I spied deep ocean graves 
Full of skeletons 
Th^t w§re men and women once 
•^oul or fair ; • • • 

Full of things that^reep. 

And fester in the ddbp • 

•-^nd never breathe the ^ean life-nurturing air. 

Th® tJiirci bark held aloof 
FroiS the,Monster with the hoof, 
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On the first^nd second crew : 

Stoe with baited hook 
"He angled for and took, 

Some dragged overboard in a net ne tnrew, 

Sj^me did to death 

Witl> hpof or horn or blasting breath. 

I heard a voice of wailing 
Where-tlj^ ships ^ent sailing, 

A sorrowful voice ^prevailing 
Above the sound of the sea. 

Above the singers’ voices, 

And musical rderry, noises ; 

All songs had turned to sighing. 

The light was failing^ 

The day was dying — 

Ah me, 

That'^ouch a sorrow should be ! 

There was sorrow on the sea and sorrow on the l^md 

/ r 

When Love ship went down b,v the bottomless qu'ick- 
-L-sand 

7*0 its grave in the bitter ,yvave. 

• Tliere was sorrow on the sea and sorrow on the land ^ 
Whei) Worm ship went to pieces on the rock-bound 

f 

strand. 

And the bitter wave 'was its grav^. 
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Bftt land and sea waxed hoary 

In whiten^s of a glory 

• • 

^ >revet told in story 

Nor seen by n*^rtal eye, 

When the third ship crossed the bar 
Where whirls and breakers are, 

An 3 steered into the splendours of the sky ; 

That thirc^ bark and that least 
Which had never seemed to /east,. 

Vet kept high festival above sun and moon and star. 
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Y£T A L'ITTLE WHIJ.E. 

DREAMED and did not seek : to-day I seek 
Who can no longer dream ; 

But now am all behindhand, waxen weak, 
ATivl^azed amid so many things that gleam 
Yet are not what they seem, 

I dreamed and did not work : to-day I \\50rk 

C- f ' ^ 

Kept wideawake by care , 

And loss, and perils, dimly guessed to lurk ; . 

I work and reap not, while my life goes bare 
And void in wintry air. 

f 

I hope indeed ; but hope itself is fear 
Viewed on the sunny side ; 

I hope, and disregard the world that’s here. 

The prizes drawn, the sweet things that betide ; 
I hope, and I abide. 
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Bftt land and sea waxed hoary 

In whiten^s of a glory 

• • 

>revet told in story 

Nor seen by n*^rtal eye, 

When the third ship crossed the bar 
Where whirls and breakers are, 

An3 steered into the splendours of the sky ; 

That thirc^ bark and that least 
Which had never seemed to /east,. 

Vet kept high festival above sun and moon and star. 
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MONNA INNOMINATA. 

A SONNET OF SONNETS. 

'Beatrice, immortalized by “altissimo poeta . . . cotanto 
amanle ”^*l!/aura, cclej^rated^by a great though an inferior bard, 
— have alike paid the exceptional penalty of exceptional honour,' 
and have come down to us resplendent with charms, but (at least, 
to my apprehension) scant of attractiveness. 

These heroines of world-wide fam^ were preceded by a bevy 
of unnamed ladies *‘dcnne innominate ” sung by a school of less 
conspicuous poets ; and in fhat land and that period which gave 
simultaneous birth to Catholics, to Albigenses, and to Trouba- 
dours, one can imagine many a lady as sharing her lover’s poetic 
aptitude, while the barrier between them might be one held 
sacred by both, yet not kuch as to render mutual love incompat- 
ible with mutual honour. 

Had such a lady spoken for herself, the portrait left us might 
have appeared more tender, if less dignified, than any drown 
even by a devoted friend. Or had the Oreat Poetess of our own 
day aiHl nation only been unhappy instead- of happy, her circum- 
stjinces would have invited hereto bequeath to us, in lieu of the 
“Portuguese Sonnets,” an inimitable “donna innominata” 
drawn not from fancy but from feeling, and worthy to occupy a 
niche bes'de Beatrice and Laura. 
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I. 

“ Lo dl che han detto a* dolci amici addio.” — D ante. 

-^mor, con quanto sforzo oggi mi vinci 1 ” — Petraxca? 

^^OME back to me, who wait and watch for you : — 
Or come not yet, for it js ove^r then, , 

* And long it is before you come again, 

So far between my pleasures are and few. 

While, wh^n you come not, what I do I do 

Thinking “Now when he ccftyes,” my sweetest 
.“when:’^ 

For one man is my world of all the men 

% 

This wide world holds ; O love, my world is you. 
feowbeit, to meet you grows almcist a pang 
Because the pang of parting comes so soon ; ^ 

T^y hope hangs waning, waxing, like a moon 
.* Between tl\e heavenly days on which we meet : 
Ah me, but where are now th^ songs I sang • 

When life was* sweet because you called them 
sweet ? 
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“ Er!^ gii I’ora che volge il desio.” — D ante. 

“ Ricorro al tempo ch’ io vi vidi prima.” — P etrarca. 

' I wish I could remember that first day, 

First hour, first»moment of your meeting me. 

If bright or dim the season, it might be 
Summer or Winter for aught I can say ; 

So unrecorded'did it slip away, 

So blind was I"to see and to foresee. 

So dull to mark thil budding of my tree 
That would not blossom yet for many a May. 

If only I could recollect it, such 
4»day of days ! I let it come and go 
As traceless as a thaw of bygone snow ; 

It seemed to mean so little, meant so much : 

If only now I could recall that touch. 

First touch of hand in hand — Did one but know ! 
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“ Lo dl che han detto a’ dolci amici addio.” — Dante. 

• “ ^mor, con quanto sforzo oggi mi vinci 1 ” — Petraxca? 

* 

^OME back to me, who wait and watch for you * — 
Or come not yet, for it js ove^r then, . 

* And long it is before you come again, 

So far between ray pleasures are and few. 

While, wh^n you come not, what I do I do 

Thinkjng* ‘‘Now when he ccftyes,” my sweetest 
.“when:” * , 

For one man is my world of all the men 
This wide world holds ; 0 love, my world is you. 
feowbeit, to meet you grows almcist a pang 
Because the pang of parting comes so soon ; 

]^y hope hangs waning, waxing, like a moon 
.* Between tl\e heavenly days on which we meet : 
Ah me, but where are now tht songs I sang 

When life was»sweet because you called them 
sweet ? 
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“ Poca favilla gran fiamma seconda.”— D ante. 

©gni altra cosa, ogni pensier va fore, 

E sol ivi con voi rimansi amore.” — P etrarca. 

I 'loved you first : but afterwards your love 
Outsoaring mine, sang such a loftier song 
As drowned the friendly cooings of my dove. 

Which owes the other most ? my love was long, 

f 

And yours one moment seemed to wax more strong; 
I loved and guessed at you, you construed me 
And loved me for what might or might not be — 

Nay, weights and measures do us both a wrong. 
For verily love knows not “mine^^ or “ thine 
With separate **1” and “ thou^’ free love has dene, 
For one is both and both are one in love : 

Rich love knows nought of ‘‘thine that is not mine;*' 
..Both have the strength andboth the length thereof, 
Both of us, of the love, which makes us one. 
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“ Amor'che a nulla amato amar perdona.” — Dante. 

• “ Amor m’addiisse in si gioiosa spcne.” — P etrarca. 

O my heart’s heart, and you who ar^ to me 
More than myself myself, &od he with you, 

* Keep you in strong obedience leal and true 
To Him whose noble service setteth free, 

Give you all good we gee or can foreste. 

Make your joys man^ and your iorrows few, 

^Bless you in what you bear and what you do, 

Yea, perfect you as would have you be. 

So much for you ; but what for me, dear friend ? 

To love you without stint and all I can 

^ To 'dax, to-morrow, world without an end \ 

, To^love you much and yet to love you more, 

As Jordan at his fk)od sweeps either shore ; 

, ^ ♦ 

Since woman is the helpmeet made for man. 
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‘‘ Or puoi la quantitate 

Comprender de I’amor che a te mi scalda.” — J)antk., 

“ Non vo’ che da tal nodo amor mi scioglia.” — P etrai^a. 

♦ 

• » 

Trust me, I have ^ot earned your dear rebuke, 

I love, as you would have me, God the most ; 

Would lose not Him, but you, must one be lost, 

Nor with Lot’sk wife cast back ^ faithless look 
• • 

Unready to foregc^ what I forsook ; 

This say I, having counted up the cost. 

This, though I be the feebljist of God’s host. 

The sorriest sheep Christ shepherds with His crook. 

Yetjvhilc I love nfy God the most, I deem 

That I can never love you overmuch ; 

I love Him more, so let me love you too ; , 

Yea, as I apprehend it, loue is suth 

I cannot love you if I We not Him, 

I cannot love Him <f I lovt not you. 
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“ Amor'che a nulla amato amar perdona.”— Dante^ _ 

“ Amor m’addusse in si gioiosa spcne.” — P etrarca. 

0 my hearj’s heart, and you who ar^ to me 
More than inysclf myself, Sod he with you, 
Keep you in strong obedience leal and true 
To Him whose noble service setteth free. 

Give you *11 good we gee or can foreste. 

Make your joys man^ and your Borrows few, 
^Bless you in what you bear and what you do. 
Yea, perfect you as Hp would have you be. 

So much for you ; but what for me, dear friend ? 

To love you without stint and all I can 
To’daji, to-morrow, world without an end ; 

•, To^love you much and yet to love you more. 

As Jordan St his ftood sweeps either shore ; 

♦ 

Since woman is the helpmeet made for man. 
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‘SCome dicesse a Dio : D’altro non calme.” — D ante. 

“ Spcro trovar pict^l non chc perdono.” — P etrarca. ' 

“ I, if I perish, perish ” — Esther spake : 

And bride of liie or death she made her fair 
In all the lustre of her perfumed hair 
And smiles that kindle longing but to slake. 

She put on pdmp of loveliness, to take 
Her husband tnrough his fityes at unaware ; 

She spread abroad her beauty for a snare, 
Harmless as doves and subtler. as a snake. 

She trapped him with one mesh of silken hair, 

She vanquished him by wisdom of her wit, 

j 

And built her people's house that it should 
stand : — 

^ If I might take my life So in my hand, 

And for my love to Love put up^my prayer, 

And for love's sake by Love be granted it ! 
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O dignitosa coscienza e nelta !” — Dante. 

“ Spirto pill acceso di virtuti ardenti.” — P etr ARC A. 

Thinking of you, and all that was, and all 

• • 

• That might have been and now can never be, 

I feel your honoured excellence, and see 
Myself unworthy of the happier call : 

For woe is ftie who wa^k so apt tcf fall, 

So apt to shrink afraid, so agt to flee, 

?Vpt to lie down and die (ah. Woe is me !) 

Faithless and hopeless ^turning to the wall, 

And yet not hopeless quite nor faithless quite, 
Because not loveless ; love may toil all night, 

But take at morning ; wrestle till the break 

Of clay, but tjicn wield power with God and man : — 
So take I heart of grace ns best I can, 

Ready to spend agd be spent for your sake. 
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Con miglior corso e con migliore stella.” — D ante. 

“ La vita fugge e non s’arresta un’ ora.” — Petrarca. 

Ti^.c flies, hope ’flags, life plies a wearied wing ; 

•i •' 

Death following hard on life gains ground apace', 
Faith runs with each and rears an eager face, 
Outruns the rest, makes light of everything. 

Spurns earth, and otill finds breath to pray and sing ; 
While love ahead of all uplifts his praise, 

Still asks for grace and still gives thanks for grace, 
Content with all day brings and night will bring. 

Life wanes ; and when love folds his wings above 
1 ired hope, and less we feel his conscious pulse, 

I 

Let us go fall asleep, dear friend, in peace : 

A little while, and age and sorrow cease ; 

Af little while, and life reborn annuls 
Loss and decay and dea^, and all is love. 
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0 dignitosa cosdenza c nelta !” — D ante, 

Spirto piii acceso di virtuti ardenti.” — P etrarca. 

Thinking of you, and all that was, and all 

• t 

• That might have been and now can never be, 

I feel your honoured excellence, and see 
Myself unworthy of the happier call : 

For woe is ftie who wa^k so apt tcf fall, 

So apt to shrink afraid, so ajot to flee, 

?Vpt to lie down and die (ah, Woe is me !) 
Faithless and hopeless^urning to the wall. 

And yet not hopeless quite nor faithless quite, 
Begiuse not loveless ; love may toil all night. 

But take at morning ; wrestle till the break 
Of 3ay,but Ijien wield powerwith God and man 
So take I heart of grace ns best I can, 
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“ 'Amor, che ne la mente mi ragiona.” — Dante. 

“ Amor vien nel bel viso di costei.”— Petrarca. 

If'twire be any one can take my place 
And make you happy whom I grieve to grieve, 
Think not that I can grudge it, but believe 
I do commend you to that nobler grace. 

That readier wit thdn mine, that sweeter face : 

Yea, since your ricl^es make me rich, conceive 
I too am crowned,‘while bridal crowns I weave. 
And thread the bridal dance with jocund pace. 

For if I did not lov<» you, it might be 
That I should grudge you some one dear delight ; 

But since the heart is yours that was mine own, 
Your pleasure is my pleasure, right my right, 
Your»honourable freedcAn makes me free. 

And you companioned I am not alone. 
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“ drizzeremo gll occhi al Primo Amorc.” — Dant^.. 

“JMa trovo peso non da le mic braccia.” — P etra rc a. 

If I could*trust mine own self with* your fate, 

• Shall I not rather trust it in God’s hand ? 

Without Whose Will one lily doth not stand, 

Nor sparrow fall at his appointed date ; 

Who nvftnbereth tlie innumerable sand, 

Who weighs the wind*and water with a weight, 

T^o Whom the world is neither •small nor great. 
Whose knowledge foreknew every plan we planned. 
Searching my heart for all that touches you, 

•I find there only love and love’s goodwill 
Helpless to help and impotent to do, 

* Olf understanding dull, of sight most dim ; 

And therefore I commend you back to P^m 

Whose love youi; lovers capacity can fill. 



MONNA IN'NOMINATA. 
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14. 

“ la jSua Volontade i nostra pace.” — D ante. 

“ Sol con quest! pcnsier,.con altre chiome.” — P etrarca. 

Vouth^^one, and beauty gone if ever there? 

Dwelt beauty in oo poor a face as this ; 

Youth gone and beauty, what remains of bliss ? 
I will not bind fresh roses in my hair, 

To shame a chdck ^t best but little fair, — 

Leave youth his roses, who tan bear a thorn, — 
I will not seek for blossoms anywhere, 

Except such common flowers as blow with corn 
Youth gone and beauty gone, what doth remain? 
The longing of a heart pent up forlorn, 

A silent heart whose silence loves and longs ; 
The silence of a heart which sang its songs 
While youth and beaijty made a summer morn. 
Silence of love that cannot sing agkin. 



MONNA INNOMINATA. 


57 


13 - 


“ drizzeremo gl( occhi al Primo Amorc.” — DANm. 

“^a trovo peso non da le mic braccia.” — P etrarca. 

If I couldVust mine own self with* your fate, 

Shall I not rather trust it in God’s hand ? 

Without Whose Will one lily doth not stand, 

Nor sparrow fall at his appointed date ; 

Who nilinbcreth tlie innumerable sand, 

Who weighs the wind*and water with a weight, 

T^o Whom the world is neither*small nor great. 
Whose knowledge foreknew every plan we planned. 
Searching my heart for all that tj)uches you, 

•I find there only love and love’s goodwill ' 
Helpless to help and impotent to do, 

Ot understanding dull, of sight most dim ; 

And therefore I command you back to tym 
Whose love youi; love’s japacity can fill. 



DE PROTUNDIS. 


DE PROFUNDIS.^ 

why is heaven built so far, 

Oh why is earth set so remote ? 
I cannot reach the nearest star 
Thatliangs afloat. 

I would not care to reach the moon, 
One round monotonous of change ; 
Yet evert' she repeats het tune 
Beyond my range. ^ 

I never watch the scattered fire 
Of stars, or sun's far-trailing train, 
But all my heart is one desire, 

And all in vain : 

For I am bound with fleshly bands, 
Joy, beauty, lie beyond rny scope ; 
I strain my heart, 7 stretch my hands. 
And catch at hoj^e. 



TEMPl^S FUGJT. 


TEMPUS PUGIT. 

J^OVELY Spring, 

A brief sweet thing, 

Is swift on the wing ; 
Gracious Summer, 

A slow sweet c®mer,^ 
Hastens past ; 

Autumn while sweet 
Is all in(;omplete 
With a nipaning blast, — 
Nothing can last,* 

Can be cleaved unto, 

Can be dwelt upon ; 

It is hurried througR, 

It is come and gone. 
Undone it cannot be done. 
It *s evePito do, 

Ever^ld, ever new, 

Ever >^axing did 

And lapsing to Winter cold. 
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GOLDEN X^LORIES, 


GOLDEN GLORIES. 

'^HE buttercup is li<ke a golden cup, 

The marigold is like a golden frill, 

The daisy with a golden eye looks up. 

And golden, spreads the flag beside the rill, 
And gay and golden nods the daffodil. 

The gorsey common swells a golden sea. 

The cowslip hangs a head of golden tips, 

And golden drips the honey which the bee 
Sucks from sweet hearts of flowers and stores 
and sips. 



TEMPlfS FUGIT. 


TEMPUS PUGIT. 


jj^OVELY Spring, 

A brief sweet thing, 

Is swift on the wing ; 
Gracious Summer, ^ 

A slow sweet corner,* 
Hastens past ; 

Autumn while sweet 
Is all in<;omplcte 
With a nioaning blast, — 
Nothing can last,* 

Can be cleaved unto, 

Can be dwelt upon ; 

It is hurried through. 

It is come and gone. 
Undone it cannot be done. 
It Is evei»to do, 

Ever^ld, ever new. 

Ever >^axing did 

And lapsing to Winter cold. 



JOHNNY. 

^hnny^s face was pale and thin, 

Pale with hunger and with crying ; 
cFor his Mother lay within, 

Talked and tossed and seemed a-dying, 
V/hile Johnny racked his brains to think 
How to get her help and drink. 

Get her physic, get her tea. 

Get her bread and something nice ; 

Not a penny piece had he. 

And scarce a shilling might suffice ; 

No wonder that his soul was sad, 

When not- one^ penny piece he had. 

As he sat there thinking, moping, 

Because his Mother’s wants were many. 
Wishing much but scarcely hoping 
To earn a shilling or a penny, 

A friendly neighbour passed him by 
And questioned him : Why did he cry ? 

Alas I his trouble soon was told : 

He did not cry for cold or hunger, 
Though he was hungry both and cold ; 

He only felt more weak and younger, 
Because he .wished so to be old 
And apt at earnmg pence or gold. 



JOHNNY, 
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Kindiy that neightjour was, but pooj, 

Scai^t coin had he to give or lend ; 

Ancf well he guessed there needed more 
Than peijce or shillings to befriend 
The helpless .woman in her strait, 

So much loved, yet so desolate. 

• 

Pne way he saw, and only one : 

He ;yould — he could not — give the advice, 
And yet he must : the wklowV son 

Had curls of gold would fetch their price ; 
Long curls which might be clipped, and sold 
For silver, or perh^ips for gold^ • 

Our Johnny, when Tie undorstood 

Which shop it was that purchased hair. 

Ran off as briskly as he could. 

And in a trice stood cropped and bare, 
•Too short of hair to fill a locket. 

But jingling money in his pocket. 

Precious money — tea and bread. 

Physic, ease, ♦for Mother dear, 

Better than a golden^head : 

Yet our hero dropped one tear 
Wh^n he spied himself close sho^n, 
l5^rer much than lamb new born. 



JOHNNY. 


pis Mpther throve upoi> the money, 

Ate and revived and kissed her s^n : 
But oh ! when she perceived her Johnny, 
And i;|nderstood what he ha^ done 
^All and only for her sake, 

She sobbed as if her heart must break. 



JOHNNY, 


65 


Kindly that neigh tjoiir was, but pooj, 

Scaijt coin had he to give or lend ; 

Ancf well he guessed there needed more 
Than peijce or shillings to befriend 
The helpless woman in her strait, 

So much loved, yet so desolate. 

• 

Pne way he saw, and only one : 

He ij^ould — he could not — give the advice, 
And yet he must : the wklowV son 

Had curls of gold would fetch their price ; 
Long curls which might be clipped, and sold 
For silver, or perhaps for gold^ • 

Our Johnny, when ^e undorstood 

Which shop it was that purchased hair. 

Ran off as briskly as he could, 

And in a trice stood cropped and bare, 
•Too short of hair to fill a locket. 

But jingling money in his pocket. 

Precious money — tea and bread. 

Physic, ease, ♦for Mother dear, 

Better than a golden Jiead : 

Yet our hero dropped one tear 
Wh^n he spied himself close shojrn, 

I^yer much than lamb new Ijorn. 



6S UNDING &- MYSTERIOUS.^* 

Teaching and preaching, 

Never, ah never 
Making hs wiser — 

'rhe earliest riser 
Catches no meaning, 

The last who hearkens 
Garners no gleaning 
Oft wisdom’s treasure, 

While the world darkens : — 

Living or dying, 

In pain, in pleasure, 

We’ve no replying 
To wordless flying 
Wind’s sigliing. 



[MAIDEN MAY. 
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MAIDEN MAY. 


IV/TAIDEN May sat in ber bower, 

In her blush rose tower in flower, 
Sweet of scent ; 

Sat and dreamed away an hour, 
lialf content, half uncentent. 


Why should ipse blossoms be born. 
Tender blossoms, on a thorn 
Though so sweet? 

* Never a thorn besets the corn 

• Scentless in its strength complete. 

I 

“ Why are roies all frail. 

At the mercy of a gale. 

Of a brcifth ? 

Yet so sweet and perfect pale, 
.Still^so ^^cet in life and death/’ 



MAIDED MAY. 


r , 

•'Maideii May sat in her bower, 

In her blush rose bower in flpwer, 
Where a Hnnet 

Made one bristling branch the tower 
For her nest and young ones in it. 


“ Gay and clear the linnet trills ; 

Yet the skylark only, thrills 
Heaven and earth 

When he breasts the height, and fills 
HeighUand depth with»song and , mirth. 


“ Nightingales which yield to night 
Solitary strange delight, 

Reign 'alone : 

But the lark for all his height 
Fills no solitary throne ; 


“ While he sings, a hundred sing; 
Wing their flight below his wing 
Yet in flight ; • 

;^ach a lovely joyful thing 
To the measure of its deL’ght. 



•MAIDEN MA K 
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MAIDEN MAY. 

A yTAIDEN May sat in her bower, 

In her blush rose tower in flower, 
Sweet of scent ; 

Sat and dreamed away an hour, 
lialf content, half uncentent. 

‘‘ Why should i^sc blossoms be born, 
7^ender blossoms, on a thorn 
Though so sweet ? 

Never a thorn besets the corn 

Scentless in its strength complete. 

‘‘ Why are roues all ijo frail. 

At the mercy of a gale, 

Of a breifth ? 

Vet so sweet and perfect pale, 

.Still^so ^^cet in life and death/" 



MAIDEN MA Y. 


Time not far remote will borrow 
Other joys, another sorrow, i 
All for you ; 

Not to-day, and yet to-morrow 

Reasoning false and reasoning true. 


Wherefore peatest? Wherefore le?st? 
Hearts that** starve and hearts that feast ? 
You and I ? 

Stammering Oracles have ceased. 

And 'ihe whole earth* stands at ‘/why?’^ 


Underneath all things tjiat be 
Lies an unsolved mystery ; 

O 

Over all 

Spreads a veil imj)enetrably, 
Spreads a dense unlifted pall. 


Mystery of mysterfes : ' 

This creation hears ahd sees 
High and low — 

Vanity of vanities : 

This we test and this \It kn,ow. 



MAIDBN MAY. 


Maiden May, tlie days of flowerlhg 
Nurse yoij now in sweet embowering, 
® Sunny days ; * 

Bright vTith rainbows all the slfowering 
• Bright with blossoms all the ways. 


Cl<^e the inlet of your bow^r, 

Close it close with thorn flower, 
Maiden May; 

Lengthen out the shortening hour, — 
• Morrows ai^ not as to-day.. 


Stay to-day which wanes too soon, 
Stay the sun and stay the moon. 

Stay your youth ; • 

, Bask you in the actual noon. 

Rest you in the present truth. 

• 

Let to-day suffice t®-day : 

For itself to-morrow may 
Fetch its«loss, 

?\im and stumble, say its say, 

Wntrh n».d pray and*bear its cross. 
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TILL TO-MORROW. 


TILL TO-MORROW. 

J^ONG have I longed, till I am tired 
Of longing and desire ; 

Farewell my points in vain desired, 

My dying fiife ; 

Farewell all things that die and fail and tire. 

Springtide youth and useless pleasure 
And all my useless scheming, 

My hopes of unattaifiable treasure, 

Dreams not worth dreaming, 
Glow-worms that gleam but yield no warmth 
gleaming. 

Farewell all shows that fade in showing : 

My wish and joy stand ,over ' 

Until to-morrow ; Heaven is glowing 
Through clouiy cover. 

Beyond all clouds loves me*my Heavenly T.over. 



MAID£^N MA K 


Maiden May, tlie days of flowerlhg 
Nurse yoi^ now in sweet embowering, 

® Sunny days ; * 

Bright \rith rainbows all the slfowering, 
• Bright with blossoms all the ways. 


Cl<jse the inlet of your bowgr, 

Close it close with thorn flower, 
Maiden May; 

Lengthen out the shortening hour, — 
• Morrows ai^ not as to-day.. 


Stay to-day which wanes too soon, 
Stay the sun and stay the moon. 
Stay your youth ;• 

Bask you in the actual noon, 

Rest you in the present truth. 


Let to-day suffice te-day : 

For itself to-morrow may 
Fetch its«loss, 

?\im and stumble, say its say, 

Watch a».d pray and*bear its cross. 
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TO UCHING NE VERJ 


TOUCHING “NEVER/* 

jgECAUSE you never yet have loved me, deaj, 
Think you you never can nor ever will ? 

Surely while remains hope lingers still, 

Hope the last blossom of life’s dying year. 

Because the season and mine age grow sere, 

Shall never^-Spring bring fo'*th her daffodil, 

Shall never sweeter Summf^r feast her fill 
Of roses with the ni^iitingales they hear ? 

If you had loved me, I not living you. 

If you had urged me with the tender plea 
Of what our unknown years to come might do 
(Eternal years, if Time should count too few), 

I would have owned the point you pressed orf lue, 
Was possible, or probable, or true. 



• BRANDONS BOTH. 
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BRANDONS BOTH. 

• ^ 

fait Milly Brandon, a young maid, a fair maid^ 
ff .All her curls arc yellow and her eyes art! blue, 
And her cheeks were rosy red till a secret care made 
Hollow whiteness of their brightness*as a care will do 

.• * * * . 

Still she tends her flowers, but not as in the old days. 

Still she sings her songs, but not the songs of old : 
If now it be^high Summer her days spern brief and 
. cold days, ^ * 

If now it be high Summer hcc nights are long and 
cold. 

If you have a secret keep it, pure snaid Milly ; 

Life is filled with troubles and the world with scorn ; 
And pity without love is at best times hard and chilly, 
Chilling sore and stinging sore a heart forlorn. 

Walter Brandon, do ^ou guess Milly Brandon’s secret ? 

Many things you know, but not everything, 

Wfth your locks like raven’s plumage, and eyes like 
ar\ egret, 

Andra laugh that ij music, and such a voice to sing. 
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BRANDONS BOTH. 


Nellj^KnoHys, she is fair, biy: she is not fairer 
\lian fairest Milly Brandon was before she turned 
so pale : , 

Oh, but Nelly’s dearer if she be nofc rarer, 

She need not keep a secret or blush behind a veil. 

Beyond the first green hills, beyond the nearest vgilleys, 
Nelly dwells at home beneath her mo^ier’s eyes : 

Her home is neatfand Jiomely, not a cot and not a 
palace, 

Just the home where love sets up his happiest 
memories. 

Milly has no mother^^ and sad beyond another » 

Js she whose blessed mothej is vanished out of call : 

Truly comfort beyond comfort is stored up in a Mother 
Who bears with all, and hopes through all, and loves 
us all. 

Where peacocks nod and flaunt up and down the 
terrace. 

Furling and unfurling their scores of sightless eyes, 

To and fro among the leases and buds and flowers 
‘ and berries 

Maiden Milly strolls and pausgs, smiles^ and sighs. 



BRANDONS BOTH. 
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BRANDONS BOTH. 

fait Milly Brandon, a young maid, a fair maid^ 
ff .All her curls arc yellow and her eyes art? blue, 
And her cheeks were rosy red till a secret care made 
Hollow whiteness of their brightness*as a care will do. 

.• * * * . 

Still she tends her flowers, but not as in the old days. 

Still she sings her songs, but not the songs of old : 
If now it be^high Summer her days spern brief and 
. cold days, ^ * 

If now it be high Summer hcc nights are long and 
cold. 

if you have a secret keep it, pure snaid Milly ; 

Life is filled with troubles and the world with scorn ; 
And pity without love is at best times hard and chilly, 
Chilling sore and stinging sore a heart forlorn. 

Walter Brandon, do ^ou guess Milly Brandon^s secret ? 

• I 

Many things you know, but not everything, 

Wfth your locks like raven’s plumage, and eyes like 
ar\ egret, 

Andra laugh that ij music, and such a voice to sing. 
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BRANDONS BOTH. 


“ Goodrmorrow, fair cousin.” Good-morrow, fairi^st 

# : .• ° 

cousin : 

The sun has started on his coursj, and I must s*Uirt 
to-day. 

If^you have done me one good turn youVe done me 
many a dozen, 

And I shall often think of you, think of you aWa)^.” 

“ Over hill and ht)l]ow what quarry will you follow, 

Or what fish wilf yf>u angle for beside the river’s edgt? 

There’s cloud upon the hill-top and there’s mist deep 
down the hollow, 

And fog among the rushes afid the rustling sedge.” 

“ I shall speed well eniough be it hunting or hawking. 

Or casting a bait toward the,shyest daintiest fin. 

But I kiss your hands, my cousin ; I must not loiter 
talking. 

For nothing comes of nothing, and I’m fain to seek 
and win.” 

Here’s a thorny rose : will you w zur it an hour. 

Till the petals drop apart still fresh and pink and 
sweet ? 

Till the petals drop from the drooping perished flower. 

And only the graceless thorns are left of it.” ^ 



BRANDONS BOTH, 
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V ■ 

“ Nay, I have another i-ose sprung in another giT'^.en, 
Anothpr Vose which sweetens all the world for me. 
Be^you a t'^nderer mistress and be you a warier warden 
Of your ro3e,»as sweet as mine, and’ full as fair. to 
see.” 

‘‘ Nay, a bud once plucked there is no reviving, 

Nor is it worth your wearing now, nor worth indeed 
my own ; 

The dead to the dead, and the living to the living. 
It’s time I go within, for it’s time now you were gone.” 

“ Good-bye, Milly Brandon, I shall not forget you. 
Though it be good-bye between us for ever from 
to-day ; 

1 could almost wish to-day that I had never met yon. 
And I’m true to you in this one word that I say.” 

Good-bye, Walter. I can guess wdiich thornless rose 
you covet; 

Long may it bloom and prolong its sunny moixi : 
Yet as for my one thorny rose, I do not cease to love it, 
And if it is no more a flower I love it as a thorn.” 


G 
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GOLDEN SILENCES. 

'^HERE is silence that saith, “ Ah me 
There is silence that nothing saith 

One the silence of life forlorn, 

• • ** 

One the silence of death ; 

One is, and the other shall he. 

One we know gind have known for long. 
One we know not, but we shall know, 
All we who Jiavc ever been born ; 
Even so, be it so, — 

There is silence, despite a song. 

• 

Sowing day is a silent day. 

Resting night is a silent night ; 

But whoso reaps theiripened corn 
Shall shout in his delight, ^ 

While silences vanish away. • 
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Nay, I have another rose sprung in another g;*r'^-en, 
Anothpr Vose which sweetens all the world for me. 
Be^you a t'^nderer 'mistress and be you a warier warden 
Of your ro3e,»as sweet as mine, and’ full as fair. to 
see.^’ 

Nay, a bud once plucked there is no reviving, 

Nor is it worth your wearing now, nor worth indeed 
my own ; 

The dead to the dead, and the living to the living. 
It’s time I go within, for it’s time now you were gone.” 

“ Good-bye, Milly Brandon, I shall not forget you, 
Though it be good-bye between us for ever from 
to-day ; 

1 could almost wish to-day that I had never met yon. 
And I’m true to you in this one word that I say.” 

Good-bye, Walter. I can guess w'hich thornless rose 
you covet; 

Long may it bloom and prolong its sunny moixi : 
Yet as for my one thorny rose, I do not cease to love it, 
And if it is no more a flower I love it as a thorn.” 


G 



IN THE WILkOW SHADE. 


^tinging lark rose toward the sky, 
Circling he sang amain ; 

Ble sang, a speck scarce visible* sky-higfc, 
And thqn he sank again. 

A second like a sunlit spark 
Flashed singing up his track ; 

But never overtook that foremost larJ^ 
And songles^- flutfcred back. 


A hovering melody of birds 
Haunted the air above ; 

They clearly sang contentment without words, 
And youth and joy and love. 

O silvery weeping willow tree 
With all leaves shivering, 

Have you no purpose but to shadow me 
Beside this rippled spring ? 

On this first fleeting day of Spring, 

.For Winter is gone by, 

And every bird on every quivering wing 
Floats in a sunny sky ; 



^IN THE WlhLOW SHADE. 
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On this first Summer-like soft day,# 

"JVffile sunshine steeps the air, 

Andcevery cloud has gat itself away, 

And biitls sing everywhere, o 

.Have you no purpose in the world 
But thus to shadow me 
With f.,11 your tender drooping twigs unfurled, 
O weeping willow tifte ? • • 

With all youf* tremulous leaves outspread 
Betwixt me and the sun, * 

While here I loiter on a ijiossy bed 
With half my work undbne ; 



My work undone, that should be done , 
•• At once with all my might ; 

For after the long day and lingering sun 
Comes the un\forking night. 

% 

This day is lapsing on its way, 

Is lapsing out of ^sight ; 

,Afl^ after all the chances of the day 
^ Comes the icsourceless* night. 



IN THE' WILLOW SHADEi 


P The weeping willow shooJc its head 
And stretched its shadow long; 

The west grew crimson, the sun smouldered r?d, 
The bii?ds forbore a song. 

Sldw wind sighed through the willow leaves. 

The ripple made a moan, 

The world drooped murmuring like %i thing that 
grieves •'* 

And then I felt alone. 

I rose to go, and felt the chill, 

And shivered as I wenl ; 

Yet shivering wondered, and I wonder still, ' 
What more that willow *meant ; 


That silvery weeping willow tree 
With all leaves shivering, 

Which spent one long day overshadowing me 
Beside a spring in Spring. 



^IN THE WlhLOW SHADE. 


On this first Summer-like soft day,# 
"JVffile sunshine steeps the air, 
Andcevery cloud has gat itself away, 
And biitls sing everywhere, o 


.Have you no purpose in the world 
But thus to shadow me 
With f.,11 your tender drooping twigs unfurled, 
O weeping willow tifte ? • • 

With all youf* tremulous leaves outspread 
Betwixt me and the sun, * 

While here I loiter on a ijiossy bed 
With half my work undbne ; 


My work undone, that should be done 
•• At once with all my might ; 

For after the long day and lingering sun 
Comes the un\forking night. 


This day is lapsing on its way, 

Is lapsing out of ^sight ; 

,Afl^ after all the chances of the day 
^ Comes the icsourceless* night. 



A FISHBR-WIFK. 


A FISHER-WIFE. 

•YHe soonest mended, nothing said ; 

And help may rise from east or west 

But my twOfhands are lumps of lead; 

♦ 

My heart #>iUi leaden in my breast. 

0 north wind swoop not from the north, 

0 south, wind linger in the south, 

Oh come not having raging forth, 

To bring my heart into my mouth ; 

For Fve a husband out at*'sca, 

Afloat on feeble planks of wood ; 

Ke does not know what fear may be ; 

1 would have told him if I could. 

1 would have locked him** in my arms, 

I would have hid him in nty heart ; 

• » 

For oh ! the waves are fraught with harms. 
And he and I so for apart. 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME? 

has Spring one syllable less 
• Than any its fellow ^season ? 
There may be some felher •reason, 
And I’m merely making a guess ; 

But surely 4^ hoards such wealth 
Of happiness, Ifope and health,* 
Sunshine and musical sound, 

It may spare a foot from. its name 

Yet all the samic 

Superabound. 

Soft-named Summer, 

Most welcome comer, 

Brings almost everything 
Over which ^e dream or sing 
Or sigh ; 

But then summer jvends its way, 
'iVmorrow, — to-day, — 

^loo^l-bye \ 



WIT A T^S IN A NAME ? 


Autumn, — the slow name linger; 
While we likewise flag ; 

It silences many singers ; 

Its slow days drag, 

Yet hasten at speed 
To leave us in chilly need 
For Winter to strip indeed. 

In all-lack. Winter, 

1 

Dull of sense and of sound, 

We huddle and shiver 
Beside our splinter 
Of crackliipg pine, 

Snow in sky and snow on ground. 
Winter and eold 
Can’t last for ever ! 

To-day, to-morrow, the sun will shine 
When we are old. 

But some still are young, 

Singing the song 
Which others have sung, 

Ringing the bells 
Which others have rung, — 

Even so I : 

We ourselves, who else ? 

We ourselves' long 
Long ago. 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME? 

has Spring one syllable less 
• Than any its fellow ^season ? 
There may be some ftlher •reason, 
And I’m merely making a guess ; 

But surely hoards such wealth 
Of happiness, IftDpe and hei^lth,* 
Sunshine and musical sound, 

It may spare a foot from. its name 

Yet all the same 

Superabound. 

Soft-named Summer, 

Most welcome comer, 

Brings almost everything 
Over which t^e dream or sing 
Or sigh ; 

But then summer jvends its way, 
'i»V-morrow, — to-day, — 

^Too^bbye i 
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MEMEmV JlfORf, 


MEMENTO MORI. 

pOOR the pleasure 

• poled out by measure, 
Svve^c frhougti it be, while brief 
As falling of the leaf ; 

Poor is pleasure 
By weight and measure. 

Sweet the sorrow 
Which ends to-moxrow; 

Sharp though it be and sore, 

It ends for evermore : 

Zest of sorrow, 

What ends to-morrow. 



“ ONE EOOr ON SEA, 
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FOOT ON SEA, AND ONE ON' 

SHORE/^ 

“ me once and tell me twice 

, And tell me thrij:e to iftake it plain, 

When we who part this weary day, 

When we who part shall meet again.” 

“ When windflowers blossom on the sea 

» 

And fishes skim along the plain, 

*Then we who ])art this weary day, 

Then you and 'I shall meet again.” 

“ Yet tell me once before we part, 

Why need we part who i)art in pain ? 

* If Flowers mast blcjssom on the sea. 

Why, we shall never meet again. 

• 

‘ My cheeks are paler than a rose, 

My tears are salte^r than the main, 
^>«iieart is like a lump of ice 
^f wiii must r<?ver meet ifgain.” 



AND ONE ON SHORE, 


“ OK weq) or laugh, but let Ke, 

A 

And live or die, for all’s in vain j 
;^or life’s in vain since ‘^e mus\ part. 

And parting must not meet again 

Till windflowers blossom on the sea 

« 

And fishes skim along the plain ; 

Pale rose of roses let me be, 

Your brewing heart breaks mine again.’ 



“ ONE EOOr ON SEA, 
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FOOT ON SEA, AND ONE ON' 

SHORE/^ 

“ me once and tell me twice 

, And tell me thrij:e to iftake it plain, 

When we who part this weary day, 

When we who part shall meet again.” 

“ When windflowers blossom on the sea 

» 

And fishes skim along the plain, 

*Then we who ])art this weary day, 

Then you and 'I shall meet again.” 

“ Yet tell me once before we part, 

Why need we part who i)art in pain ? 

* If Flowers mast blcjssom on the sea. 

Why, we shall never meet again. 

• 

‘ My cheeks are paler than a rose, 

My tears are salte^r than the main, 
^>«iieart is like a lump of ice 
^f wiii must r<?ver meet ifgain.” 



BOV JOHNNY, 


BOY JOHNNY. 

“ JF you*ll busk you as a bride 
And make ready, 

It’s I Will wed you with a ring/ 

0 fair lady.’* 

“ Shall I busk me as a bride, 

1 JO bonny, 

♦For you to wed me with a ring, 

O boy Johnny?” 

“ When you’ve buskea you as a bride 
And made ready. 

Who else is there to marry you, 

0 fair lady?” 

“ I will find my lover out, 

1 so bonny, 

And you shall bear my wedding-train, 
O boy Johnny.” 



FREAKS SF FASHION. 
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FREAKS OF FASHION. 

^^UCH a hubbub in the nests, 

^uch a bustle and sqiieaj^ ! 

. Nestlings, guiltless of#'^ featlicjr, 

Learning just to speak, 

Ask — ‘‘ And how about the fashions 

From a cavernous beak, 

• • 

Perched on bushes, perclKid on hedges, 
Perched on firm hahas,* 

Perched on anything that holds them, 
Gay papas and grave mafnmas 
Teach the knowledge-thirsty nestlings : 
Hear the gay papas. 

Robin says : “ A scarlet waistcoat 
Will be all^the wear^ 

Snug, and also cheerful-looking 
For the frostiest#air, 

C(5fnfortablc for the chest too 

When ohe •omes to plume and pair.” 



FREAKS OF^FASHION. 


“ gray hoods will be ir^ vogue/’ 

Quoth a Jackdaw : “ Glossy gray, 

Setting close, yet setting easy, 

Nothing Jiy-a way ; 

Suited to our misty mornings, 

X la negligee!' 

Flushing salmon, flushing sulphur, 

Haughty Cockatoos 

Answer — “ Hx)oQs niay do for mornings. 

But for evenings choose 

High head-dresses, curved lilv trescents, 

Such as welk-bred persoifs use.” 

Top-knots, yes ; J^t more essential 
Still, a train or tail,” 

Screamed the Peacock : “ Gemmed and lustrous, 
^Not too stiff, and not too frail ; 

Those are best which rearrange as 
Fans, and spread or trail.” 

Spoke the Swan, entrenched behind 
An inimitable nect : 

After all, there’s nothing sweeter 
' For the lawn or lake* 

Than simple white, if fine and flaky 
And absolutely* free from ipeA.” 



FREAKS eF FASHION. 
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FREAKS OF FASHION. 

^UCH a hubbub in the nests, 

^uch a bustle and squeaj^ ! 
Nestlings, guiltless oft'i featlTtjr, 

Learning just to speak. 

Ask — “And how about the fashions?’’ 

From a cavernous beak. 

• • 

Perched on bushes, percl^cd on hedges, 
Perched on firm halias* 

Perched on anything that holds them, 
Gay papas and grave mafnmas 
Teach the knowledge-thirsty nestlings : 

Hear the gay papas. 

• # 

Robin says : “ A scarlet waistcoat 
Will be all^he wear^ 

Snug, and also cheerful-looking 
For the frostiest«air, 

, Ci>nifortablc for the chest too 
* When ohe •omes to plume and pair.” 
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FREAKS OF FASHION, 


g©*a mother Auk resumed 
The broken thread of speech ; 

“ Lft colours sort themselves, my dears, ' 
YeHow, or red, or peach ; 

The main points, as it seems to me. 

We mothers have to teach, 

“ Are form and texture, elegance, 

i 

An air reserved, syblime ; 

The mode of wearing what we wear 
With due regard to month and clime 
But now, let’s all compose oif?s&ves. 

It’s almost breakfast-time.” 

ft 

A hubbub, a squeak, a bustle ! 

Who cares to chatter or sing 
With delightful breakfast coming ? 

' Yet they whisper under the wing : 

‘‘ So we may wear whatever we like, 
Anything, everything!”, 



AN OCTOBER GARDEN 
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AN OCTOBER GARDEN. 

N *my Autumn garden I was fain 

To mourn among my scattered roses ; 

* .Alas for that last rosebud which uncloses 
To Autumn’s languid sun and rdin 
When all the world is on the wane 1 

Which has nof fjlt the sweet constraint of June, 
I^or heard the nightingale in tune. 

• 

Broad-faced asters by my garden walk, 

^ You are but coarse compared with roses : 

More choice, more dear that rdliebud which uncloses 
Faint-gcented, pinched, upon its stalk, 

Tjjat least and last which cold winds balk \ 

. A rose it is tlioughjeast and last of all, 

A rose to me though at the fall. 
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''SUMMER iS ended: 


“SUMMER IS ENDED.” 

'po think that this meaningless thing was<ever a rose, 
ScentlejSj^colojurless, this I 
Will it ever be thus (who knows ?) 

Thus with our bliss, 

If we wait tjll the close ? 

Though we care not to' wait for the end, there co;nes 
the end 

Sooner, later, at last. 

Which nothing can mar, nothing mend : 

An end locked fast. 

Bent we cannot re-bend. 



AN OCTOBER GARDEN 
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AN OCTOBER GARDEN. 

N *my Autumn garden I was fain 

To mourn among my scattered roses ; 

* .Alas for that last rosebud which uncloses 
To Autumn’s languid sun and rdin 
When all the world is on the wane 1 

Which has nof Mt the sweet constraint of June 
I^or heard the nightingale in tune. 

• 

Broad-faced asters by my garden walk, 

You are but coarse compared with roses : 

More choice, more dear that rodebud which uncloses 
Faint-gcented, pinched, upon its stalk, 

Tjjat least and last which cold winds balk \ 

A rose it is tlioughjeast and last of all, 

A rose to me though at the fall. 



io6 PASSING AND GLASSING^ 

dicing fttll of hope and fear, and still 
Brimful of good or ill, 

According to our work«and wHl ; 

For there is nothing new beneath the sun ; 
Our doings have been done, 

And that which shall be was. 



WILL -ARISE, 
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^ “ I WILL ARISE.” 

"^^^EARY and weak, — accept my weariness ; 

Weary and weak and downcast in my soul, 
With hope growing less and less, 

Aijd with the goal 

Distant and dim, — accept my soie distress. 

I thought to reach the goal so long ago. 

At outset of the i.^ce I dreamed of rest, 

c . >• 

*Not knowing what now I know 
Of breathless haste. 

Of long-drawn straining effort across the waste. 

One only thing I knew. Thy love-of me ; 

One only thing I know. Thy sacred same 
I,ove of me full and free, 

. A craving flame ^ 

Of selfless love of me which burns in Thee. 

How can I think of|Thee, and yet grow chill ; 

Of Thee, and yet grow cold and nigh to death ? 
Re-ener^ize my will, > 

RebuiM my faith ; 

I will arfee and rm. Thou giving me breath. 



'V WILL ARISE. 


\to8 


will , arise, repenting and in pain ; 

I will arise, and smite upon my breast 
And turn to Thee again ; 

Thou choosest best, 

Lead me along the road Thou makest plain. 
Lead me a little way, and carry me 
A little way, and listen to my sighs. 

And store my tears with Thee, 

And deign replies 

To feeble prayers ; — O Lord, I will arise. 



WILL -ARISE, 
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“ I WILL ARISE.” 

"^^^EARY and weak, — accept my weariness ; 

Weary and weak and downcast in my soul, 
With hope growing less and less, 

Aijd with the goal 

Distant and dim, — accept my soie distress. 

I thought to reach the goal so long ago. 

At outset of the i.^ce I dreamed of rest, 

c . >• 

*Not knowing what now I know 
Of breathless haste. 

Of long-drawn straining effort across the waste. 

One only thing I knew. Thy love-of me ; 

One only thing I know. Thy sacred same 
I,ove of me full and free, 

. A craving flame ^ 

Of selfless love of me which burns in Thee. 

How can I think of|Thee, and yet grow chill ; 

Of Thee, and yet grow cold and nigh to death ? 
Re-ener^ize my will, > 

RebuiM my faith ; 

I will arfee and rm. Thou giving me breath. 



iio S<pUR LOUISE DE LA MIS£RIC0RDE. 


SCEUR LOUISE DE LA MIS^IRICORDL. 

« 

(1674.) 

J HAVE desiraj, ^ncl#? have been desired ; 

But now the days are over of desire, 

Now dust and dying embers mock my fire ; 

Where is the lr!re for which n^y life was hired ? 

Oh vanity of vanities, desi»s ! 

t 

% 

Longing and love, pangs of a perished pleasure, 
Longing and love, a disenkindled fire, 

An^ memory a bottomless gulf of mire, 

And love a fount of tears outrunning measure ; 

Oh vanity of vanities, desire ! 

Now from my heart, lovers deathbed, trickles, trickles. 
Drop by drop slowly, drop by drop of fire, 

The dross of life, of love^ of spent desire ; 

Alas, my rose of life gone all to prickles, — » 

Oh vanity of vanities, desire ! 



:S:<EUR LOUISE DE {.A MIS^RICORDE, 

Oh vanity of vanities, desire ; 

* Stunting# my hope (vhich might have straineH up 
fiigher, 

Turning my prden plot to barren mire ; 
OhMeai’h-struck love, oh disenkindled fire, 

Oh vanitv of vanities, desire ! 



AN IMMURATA^' sister. 
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AN “IMMURATA” SISTER. 

y IFE flows down to death ; we cannot bind 
That current that it should not flee : 

Life flows down to death, as rivers find 
The inevitable sea. 

Men work and think, but women feel ; 

And so (for I’m a woman, I) 

And so I should be glad tp ^ie 
And cease from Impotence of zeal, 

And cease from hofJe, and cease from dread, 
And cease from yearnings without gain. 

And cease from all this world of pain, 

And be at peace among the dead. 

Hearts that die, by death renew their youth. 
Lightened of this life that doubcs and dies ; 
Silent and contented, while the Truth 
Unveiled makes them wise. , 

Why should I seek and never find 

That something which I have not had ? 

Fair and unutterably sad 



S^UR LOUISE DE {.A MIS^RICORDE, 

Oh vanity of vanities, desire ; 

* Stunting# my hope (vhich might have straineH up 
fiigher, 

Turning my prden plot to barren mire ; 
OhMeai’h-struck love, oh disenkindled fire, 

Oh vanity of vanities, desire ! 



IF THOU SAYEST . . 
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IF THOU SAYEST, BEHOLD, WE KNE\W 
IT NOT.” — Proverbs xxiv. ii, 12!. 


I. 

J HAVE done I know not what, — what have I done? 
My brother’s ‘blood, my brother’s soul, doth ^ry : 
And I find no defence, find no reply. 

No courage more to run this race I run 

Not knowing wjiat I have done, nave left undone ; 

Ah me, these jfvvful unknown hours that fly 
Fruitless it may be^ fleeting fruitless by 
Rank with death-savour underneath the sun. 

For what avails it that I did not know 

The deed I did f what profits me the plea 
That*bad I known I had not wronged him so? 

Lord Jesus Christ, my God, him pity Thou 
Lord, if it may be, pity also me : 

In judgment pity, and in death, and now. 



'‘IF THOirSAYEST . . : 
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Tiioik Who hast borne all burdens, bear our load, 
®Bear Thou our load whatever load it be ; 

Our guilt* our shame, our h el pl^stf misery, 
B^'a^^riiou Who only canst^M) Goef my God. 

Seek us and find us, for we cannot Thee 
Or seek or find or l]^ld or cleave unto : 

We cannot n:lo or undd; Lord, unc]p * 

Our self-undoing, fof Thine is the key 
Of aU we are not though we might have been. 

Dear Lord, if ever mercy moved Thy mind, 

If so be love of us can mov(i 'rhee yet, 

If still the nail-prints in Thy Hands are seen, 

Remember us, — yea, how shouldst Thou forget 
Rcirrember us for good, and seek, and find. 



THOU SA VEST . , 


3 * 

.J^ach soul I might have succoured, may have shin, 
All souls shall face me at the last Appeal, 

That great laSt jnoment poised for woe or weal, 
,prhat final momcfit tor main’s bliss or bane. 

Vanity of vanities, yea all is vain 

Which then will not avail or help or heal : 
Disfeatured Taces, worn-out''knees that kneel, 

Will more avail than strength*" or beauty then. 

Lord, by Thy Passicn, — when Thy Face was marred 
In sight of earth and hell tiunultuous, 

And Thy heart failed in Thee like melting wa:?. 
And /riiy Blood dropped more precious than the 
nard, — 

Lord, for Thy sake, not our’s supply our lacks, 
For Thine own sake, not our’s, Christ, pity us. 



IF THOCrSAYESr . . / 
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Til Oik Who hast borne all burdens, bear our load, 
®Bear Thou our load whatever load it be ; 

Our guilt* our shame, our h el pl^stf misery, 
B^'aT^riiou Who only canst^M) Goef my God. 

Seek us and find us, for we cannot Thee 
Or seek or find or l]^ld or cleave unto : 

We cannot n:lo or undet; Lord, unc]p * 

Our self-undoing, fof Thine is the key 
Of aU we are not though we might have been. 

Dear Lord, if ever mercy moved Thy mind, 

If so be love of us can mov(i 'rhee yet, 

If still the nail-prints in ’^fhy Hands are seen, 

Remember us, — yea, how shouldst Thou forget 
Rcirfember us for good, and seek, and find. 



•V the THRE/W of life. 


Thus anl I mine own prison. Everything 
Around me free and sunny and at ease : 

Or if in shadow, in a shade of trees 
Which the sun kisses,, wh.6.re the gay birds sing 
And where all winds make various murmuring; 
Where bees arc found, with honey for the bees 
Where sountk are music, and where siknccs 
Are music of an unlike fashior/ing. 

Then gaze I at the merrymaking crew. 

And smile a moment and a moment sigh 
Thinking : Why can I not rejoice with you ? 

But. soon I put the foolish hincy by: 

1 am not what I have nor what I do ; 

But what I was I am, I am even I. 



THE THREjh> OF LIFE. 
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TJjiei^fore myself is that one only thing 
II hold to use or waste, to keep or give ; 

My sole fDOssession every day I 
Tyid^till mine own despitetjl'iii^e’s^vinnowing. 

Ever mitie own, while moons and seasons bring 
From crudene.ss ripeness mellow and sanative ; 
Ever mine own, till# Death shall ply his sieve; 

An(^ still mine own, when saints break grave and sing. 
And^this myself as king unto King 

I give, to Him Wl^o gave Himself for me ; 

Who gives Himself to me, and bjds me sing 
A sweet new song of His redeemed set free^ 
f£e bids me sing : O death, where is thy sting ? 

^nd sing : O ^ravc, where is thy victory ? 



AN OLD-WoAlD thicket. 


AN OI,D-WORLD THICKET. 


. . . “Una selva oscura.” — D ante. 


^^WAKE or slcifping (for I know not which) 

I was or was not mazed within a wood 
Where every niotlier-bird brought up her brood 
Safe in sorfe Jeafy niche 
Of oak or ash, of cypress or \;f beech, 

4 

r 

Of silvery aspen trembling delicfilely, 

Of plane or warmrr-tinted sycomore, 

Of c*lm that dies in secret from the core, 

Of ivy weak and free, 

Of pines, of all green lofty things (.hat be. 

Such birds they seemed ar; cha'ilcngi^d each desire 
Like spots of azure heaven upon the wing, ■ 
Jdke downy eincrahls that alight and sing, 

Like actual coals on fire. 

Like anything they seemed, and ev^ything. 



THE THEEJiD OF LIFE. 
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TiJiei^fore myself is that one only thing 
II hold to use or waste, to keep or give ; 

My sole fDOssession every day I 
^yid^till mine own despitetyime’s^vin nowing. 

Ever mitie own, while moons and seasons bring 
From crudene.ss ripeness mellow and sanative ; 
Ever mine own, till# Death shall ply his sieve ; 

Anc^ still mine own, when saints break grave and sing. 
And^this myself as king unto King 

I give, to Him Wl^o gave Himself for me ; 

-Who gives Himself to me, and bjds me sing 
A sweet new song of His redeemed set free ^ 
f£e bids me sing : O death, where is thy sting ? 

^nd sing : O ^ravc, where is thy victory ? 
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AN OLD-WO^LD THICKET. 


But I \iho s£#>v such things as I have said, 

Was overdone with utter weariness ; 

And walked in care, as on*e whom fears ot)press 
, Because above his head 
Death hangs, or damage, or the dearth of bread. 


Kach sore defeat of my defeated life ^ 
Faced and outfaced me in that bitter hour : 
^■"And turned to yearning palsy all my power, 
And all my peace to strife. 

Self stabbing self with keen lack-pity knife. 


Sweetness of beauty ntoved me to despair, 

Stung me to anger by its mere; content. 

Made me all lonely on that way I went, 

PXed care upon my care, 

Jkimmed full my cup, and stripped me empty and bare 


For all that was but showed wkat ?i[l was not, 
But gave clear proof of what might never be ; 
- Making more destitute my ^:)overty. 

And yet more blank my lot. 

And me much sadder by its jubjlee.* 



AN OLD-WOJStD THICKET, 


Therefore I sat me down : for wherefore* walk<^ . 
And dosed mine eyes : for wherefore see or hear? 
Alas, Thad no shuttei'to mine ear, 

And could not shun the talk 
ohiii rejoicing creatures far or near. 


Without ni)^ will I hearkened and I heard 

or waking, for I know Aot which), 

Till 40tc by note the music ^.hanged its pitch ; 
Bird ceased to answer bird, 

And every wind si^ited softly if it stirred. 


The*drip of widening waters seamed to weep, 

All fountains sobbed and gurgled as they sprang, 
Somewhere a cataract cried out m its leap 
Sheer down a lieadlong steep ; 

Hi.jjjh over all cloud-thunders gave a clang. 


Such universal so^if^d ^f laipentation 

I heard and felt, fain not to feel or hear ; 

Nought else there secitned but anguish far and near 
• Naught else but all creation 
Moaning anfl gipaning wrung by pain or fear. 



, 24 r AN 0LD‘W0RKD thicket. 

Shudf^eiing if. the misery of its doom : 

My heart then rose a rebel against light, 

Scouring all earth and heavfen and depth aiYd height. 
Ingathering wrath and gloom, 

Ingathering wrath to wrath and night to night. 


Ah me, the bitterness of such revolt, 

All impotent, all ^aateful, and all hate, 

That kicks and break^' itself against the bolt 
Of an imprisoning fate, 

And vainly shakes, and cannot 'ibakc the gate. 


Agony to agony, deep ‘called to deep, 

Out of the deep I called of my desire ; 

My strength was >veakness and my lieart was fire; 
Mine eyes that would not weep 
Or sleej), scaled height and depth, and could not sleep ; 


The eyes, I mean, of my rebelllou’s soul. 

For still my bodily eyes were closed and dark : 
A random thing I seemed ''dthout a marie. 
Racing without a goal, 

Adrift upon life's sea without an ark. 



AN OLD-lVOJSiLD THICKET, 


Therefore I sat me down : for wherefore* walk<^ 

^ And closed mine eyes : for wherefore see or hear? 
Alas, riiad no shuttci'to mine ear, 

And could not shun the talk 
OTiill rejoicing creatures far or near. 


Without ni)^ will I hearkened and I licard 
(y^ileep or waking, for I know Aot which), 

Till uote by note the music ^^hanged its pitch ; 
Bird ceased to answer bird, 

And every wind si^ifed softly if it stirred. 


The*drip of widening waters seSnied to weep, 

• All fountains sobbed and gurgled as they sprang, 
Somewhere a cataract cried out m its leap 

• Sheer down a headlong steep \ 

Hii^h over all cloud-thunders gave a clang. 


Such universal so^ihd t)f laipentation 

I heard and felt, fain not to feel or hear ; 

Nouglii else there seciined but anguish far and near 
• Naught else but all creation 
Moaning anfl gipaning WTung by pain or fear. 



AN OLD-WOR'LD THICKET, 
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And<'b£ing familiar, have so \o\ig been borne 
That habit trains us not to break but bend : 
Mourning grows natural to us who mourn 
In foresight of an end, 

But that whiqh ends not who shall brave or mend ? 


Surely the ripe fruits tremble on their bo'igh, 
They cling and linger trembling till they dro^. 
r,*" trembling, cling toMying life; for how 
Face the perpetual Now? 

Birthless and deathless, void of^start or stop, 


Void of repentance, vbid of hope and fear, 
Of possibility, alternative, 

Of all that ever rfiade us bear to live 
From night to morning here, 

Of promise even which has no gift to give. 


The wood, and every creature of the wood, 
Seemed mourning with me in an undertone ; 
Soft scattered chirpings and a windy moan. 
Trees rustling where they stood 
And shivered, showed compassion for my mood. 



AN OLD-WOJ^/.D THICKET. 
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Rage to despair ; and now despair had Llirned* 

» • • 

^ Back j:o self-pity and mere weariness, 

With yeaftiings like a smbuldering fire that burned, 
And mighi grow more or less, 

And might die out or wax to wliite excess. 


Without, within me, music seemed to he ; 

Sonjething not music, ycMnost xMusical, 

Silence p.nd sound in heavenly Ifarmony ; 

At length a pattering fall 
Of feet, a bell, arfi> bleatings, broke^ through all. 


Then' I looked up. The wood lay in a glow 
. From golden sunset and from ruddy sky ; 

The sun had stooped to earth though once so high 
Had stooped to earth, in slow ’ 

Warm dying loveliness brought near and low. 


Each water drop ii'|ade\insw(pr to the light. 

Lit up a spark and showed the sun his face ; 
Soft purple shadows privcd the grassy space , 
And crept from height to height, 

Froni height to loftier height crept up apace. 
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AN OLD-WOPLD THICKET. 


While ^oppob'ite the sun a gazing moon 
Put on his glory for her coronet, 

Kindling her luminous coldliess to its noon, 
As his great splendour set ; 

One only star made up her train as yet. 


Each twig was tipped with gold, each leaf was edged 
And veined with gold from the gold-flooded, west ; 
Each mother-bird, aiili mate-bird, and unfledged 
Nestling, and curious nest, 

Displayed a gilded moss or h^ilk or breast. 


And filing peacefully*between the trees, 

Having the moon behind them, and the sun 
Full in their meek liiild faces, walked at ease 
A homeward flock, at peace 
With one another and with every one. 


A patriarchal ram with tinkliifg bell 

Led all his kin ; sometimes one browsing sheep 
Hung back a moment, or one lamb would leap 
And frolic in a dell ; 

Yet still they kept together, journeyiiig will, 



AN OLD-WORI.D THICKET. 
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♦ . • . * 
Rage to despair ; and now despair had tlirned* 

» • • 

Back Jto self-pity and mere weariness, 

With yeaftiings like a smbuldering fire that burned, 
And mighi grow more or less, 

And might die out or wax to wliite excess. 


Without, within me, music seemed to be ; 

Sonjething not music, yet most x^iusical, 

Silence p.nd sound in heavenly Ifarmony ; 

At length a pattering fall 
Of feet, a bell, arfi> bleatings, broke^through all. 


Then^I looked up. The wood lay in a glow 
. From golden sunset and from ruddy sky ; 

The sun had stooped to earth though once so high 
Had stooped to earth, in slow 
Warm dying loveliness brought near and low. 


Each water drop n'jade '‘answer to the light. 

Lit up a spark and showed the sun his face ; 
Soft purple shadows privcd the grassy space 
And crept from height to height. 

From! height to loftier height crept up apace. 



;I 30 ALL THY W0R1{.S PRAISE THEE, 


THY WORKS PRAISE THEE, 

O T.ORD.” 

A TROCESSIONAT. OF CREATION. 

All. 

J ALL- CREATION sing my song of yraise 

To God Who made/ ne and vouchsafes n*./ days, 
\ 

And sends me forth by multitudinous ways.' 

Seraph. 

I, like my Brethfcn, burn eternally 

With love of Him AVho is I.ovc, and loveth me ; 

The Holy, Holy, Holy Unity. 

V Cherur. 

I, witn my Brethren, gaze eternally 

On Him Wlio is Wisdom, and Who knoweth me ; 

The Holy, Holy, Holy Trinhy. 


All Angels. 

J V 

We rule, we serve, we work, >ve kore His tveasure. 
Whose vessels are we brimmed with strength n*hd 
pleasure ; 

Our joys fulfil, yea, overfill our measure.* 



0 LOJW. 
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Meavkns. 

lloat*l 4 efore life Presence Infinite, 

\^ic cluster round the Throne in our delight, 
Rcv«iifiitg and rejoicing in God’s sighf. 

Firmament. 

I, blue and beautiful, and framed of air, 

At sun.yse and at sunset grqjv most* fair ; 

His glory^by my glories I declare. 

•Powers. 

.Ve P<o\vcrs arc powers iiccausc 1 fe makes us strong 
AVhereforc we roll all rolling orlj^ along, 

Wc move all moving tilings, and sing our song. 

Sun. 

llilazc tb Him in mine engarlanding 
Of rftys^l flame ll^s whole burnt-offering, 

A\*hile as a bridegroom 1 rejoice and sing. 

Moon. 

I follow, and am fair, and*do His AVill ; 

Through irtl my changes I am faithful still, 
Inill-orbed oi' str^iit liis mandate to fulfil. 



32 THY WORHS PRAISE THEE, • 

Stars.. 

We Star-hosts numerous, inpumerous, 

Throng space with energy untumultuous, 

And work His Will Whose eye beholdeth us. 

Galaxies and Nebula.. 

No thing is far or near ; and therefore we 

r A. 

Float neither far rior near ; but where we be 
Weave dances round the Throne perpetually. 

Comets and Me'12ors. 

Our lights dart here and there, whirl to and fro, 
We flash and vanish, we die down and glow ; 

All doing His Will Who bids us do it so. 

Showers. 

vWe give ourselves ; and be we great or small, 
Thus are we made like Him Who giveth all, . 
Like Him Whose gracious pleasure bids us fall. 

Dews. 

We give ourselves in silent recret ways, 

Spending and spent in silence full of grace , 

And thus are made like God, and show His praise. 
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Reavkns. 

AVt float*l 4 efore life Presc^ice Infinite, 

\\4c cluster round the Throne in our delight, 
Rcv^iifii'Tg and rejoicing in God’s sighf. 

Firmament. 

I, blue and beautiful, and framed of air. 

At suayse and at sunset grqjv most* fair ; 

His glory^by my glories I declare. 

* •Powers. 

f ^ 

.^Ve P<o\vcrs arc powers iiccausc 1 Te makes us strong 
AVhereforc wc roll all rolling orlj^^ along, 

We move all moving tilings, and sing our song. 

Sun. 

llilazc tb Him in mine engarlanding 
Of rftys^ 1 flame 1 l^s whole burnt-offering, 

A\*hile as a bridegroom 1 rejoice and sing. 

Moon. 

I follow, and am fair, and®do flis AVill ; 

Through M my changes I am faithful still, 
iHill-orbed 01 * str^iit liis mandate to fulfil. 



^34 “JiZZ. THY WOA'^S PRAISE THEE, 

f 

• ^ j 

We give place 

Either to other with contented grace, 
Acceptable and lovely all oifr days. 


Fros'i*. 

\ make the unstable stable, binding fast 
The world of waters prone to rip])le past : 
Thus i:)raise I Cfod^ Whose mercies I forecast. 


Cold. 

J, 

I rouse and godd^the slothful apt to nod, 

I stir and urge the laggards wuh my rod : 

My praise is not of men, yet I praise God. 

Snow. 

My whiteness shadoweth Him Who is most fair, 
All spotless : yea, my whiteness which I wear 
Exalts His Purity beyond compare.* 

Vapours. 

We darken sun and moon, aind blot the day, 
The good Will of our Maker to obey : 

Till tp the glory of God we jiass s^wa)., 



O t€>RD: 


a 


* Night. 

^loon and all stars I don for diadem 
To^makc me fair : I cast myself and, them 
Before His feet, Who knows us gem from gem. 


Day. 

Jt shout before Him in m/ plenitude 

Of light and Avarmth, of hope and wealth and food ; 

Ascribing all good^to the Only Good. 

• • 

Light and D/wikness. 

J am God’s dwell ing-^^lacc, — 

AncValso I 

^Make His pavilion, — 

Lo, wc bide and fly 

^Exilltmg in the Will o£ God Most High. 


LiGIfrNING AND ThUNDER. 

We indivisible flash forth His Fame, 
We^th^inder forth the glory of His Name, 
In harmony oif resf/nance and flame. 



1^36 THY WORK'S PRAISE THEE, 


. Clouds.' 

Sweet is our store, exhaled from sea 'or riveE: 

We wear a rainbow, praising God the Giver 
( • 

Becadsc His mercy is for ever and ever. 

Earth. 

I rest in Him rejoicing : resting so 

And so rejoicing, ift that I^am low; 

. ^ * 

Yftt known of Him, aAd following on to know. 
Mountain^.* 

Our heights which laud Him, sink abased before * 
Him higher than the Jjighest evermore : 

God higher than the highest we. adore. 

Hills. 

^Ve grccn-iops praise Him, and we fruitful heads, 
Whereon the sunshine and the^dew Jle sheds : * 
We grepn-tops praise Him, rising from our beds. 

. 

1 

Green Things, 

^Ve alh green things, we blossdms bright or dim, 

Trees, bushes, brushwood, corn and grasses s‘i\m,* 

• • 

We life our many-favoured lauds to Him. 



o teRix 
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Night. 

• 

^loon and all stars I don for diadem 
To^make me fair : I cast myself and, them < 
Before His feet, Who knows us gem from gem. 


Day. 

]• shout before Him in m/ plenitude 

Of light and warmth, of hope and wealth and food ; 

Ascribing all good^to the Only Good. 


Light and D/^kness. 

J am (xod’s dwell ing-^^lacc, — 

Amkalso I 

^Make His pavilion, — 

Lo, wc bide and fly 

Exilltmg in the Will o^ God Most High. 


LiGIfrNING AND ThUNDER. 

We indivisible flash forth His Fame, 

We^th^inder forth the glory of His Name, 

• • 

In harmony of resf/nance and flame. 



1^8 thy WORH^ PRAISr^ TfEK, 


s A Springs 

Clear my pure fountain, cleani and pift-c my Kll, 

My fountain and mine outflow deep aijd still, 

I set llis sembtoce forth and do His Will. 

Sea. 

^o-day I praise God with a sparkling fac^ 

My thousand thousand wa^es all uttering praisG»: 
T(>-morrow I commit me to His Grace. 

Floods. 

We spring and swell meandering to and fro, 

From height to depth, ^Vrom depth to depth wc fiow, 
We fertilize the world, and praise Him so. 

« 

Whales and Sea Mammals. 

• 

We AVhales and Monsters gambol in His sight 
Rejoicing every day and every nighty 
Safe in ^the tender keeping of His Might. 


Fishes. 

Our fashions and our colours ttind our speeds 
Set forth His praise Who framed us and Wh (5 feeds, 
Who l^nows our number and regards oip: nbeds. 



O rjORD: 


ysw 

Birds. 

J^Vinged Angels of this visible world, we fly 
T(^ sing God’? praises in the lofty s^y ; 

We scale the height to praise our T.ord most High. 

Eagle and Dove. 
f the sun-gazing Eagle,*- 

1 the Dove 

With plumes of sc^ftncss and a note of love, — 

We pr^se by divers ffifts One God trbove. 

Beasts and Cattle. 

we forest Beasts, — 

We Beasts of hill or cave,^— 

We border-loving Creatures of the wave, — 

We jVaisc our Ivng \jith voices deep and grave. 

^ •* 

• Small Animals. 

God forms us weak ar^l small, but pours out gll 
Wd n^<?d, and notes us while wc stand or fall : 
Wherefore wg ‘praise Him, weak and safe and, small. 



"Ak'. THY WORK,^ PRAISE THEE, 


[.|0 


Lami?. 

‘I praise my loving Lord, Who maketh me 
His type by harmless sweet simi)licity : 
Yet He the Lamb of lambs incomparably. 


Lion. 

I praise the Lion of the Royal Race, 

* . ® . . 

Strongest in fight and swiftest in the chase : 

Wi<*h all my might I leap iind* lavish praise. 

All Men. 

t 

All creatures sing around us, and we sing : 

We bring our own selves as our offering, 

Our very selves we render to our King. 

I 

Israel. 

s 

Flock of our Shepherd’s pasture and His fold, 
Purchased and well-beloved from da vs of old, 

i\ 

We tell His praise which still remains untold. 


PkIES'I'S. 

We free-will Shepherds tend II^’s sheep and feed 
We follow Him while caring for their need ; ^ 
We follow praising Him, and them we Lad. 



O hO JW: 




Birds. 

J^Vinged Angels of this visible world, we fly 
T(^ sing God’? praises in the lofty sl^ ; 

We scale the height to praise our T.ord most High. 


Eagle and Dove. 
the sun-gazing Eagle,— 

1 the Dove 

With plumes of s(^ftncss and a note of love, — 
We pr^se by divers gifts One God trbove. 


Beasts and Cattle. 

We forest Beasts, — 

We Beasts of hill or cave,^— 
We border-loving Creatures of the wave, — 

Wt? jVaisc our Ivng A^ith voices deep and grave. 


• Small Animals. 

God forms us weak ar^l small, but pours out gll 
WtS n^<?d, and notes us while we stand or fall : 
Whercfor6 wg praise Him, weak and safe and, small. 



THY WORK^ PRAISE THElt, . 
Men. 

■God gives us power to rule : He give^ us power 
'fo rule ourselves, and prune tlie exuberant flower 
(;)f you^h, and worship Him hour after flour. 

Spirits and Souls — 

Lo, in the hidden world we chant our chant 
'Po Him Who fill? u^ that we nothing want, 

'To Jiim Whose bofinty, leaves our craving scant. 

OF Balks — 

< 

With milky mouths«wc praise God, from the breast 
Called home betimes to.rest the ])erfecl rest, 

•ily love and joy fulfilling His behest. 

t 

OF WOMKN 

'i-Ve praise His Will which made us what He W(;uld, 
H*is Will which fashioned us and called us good,. 
Mis Will our plenary beatitude. 

OF M F.N. 

We praise His Will Who bore \yith us so long, 

Who out of weakness wrouglit us swift and strong,; 
thamiiions of right and putters-down of wrong. 



o lord: 
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All. 

« 

Let cvcVthing ^lat hatlj or hath not breath, 

Let clays and endless days, let life and death. 

Precise <lod, praise (lod, praise (lod. His creature 
saith. ’ 



LATER LIFE. 


LATER LIFE: A DOUBLE SONNET 
OF SONNETS. 


'gEFORE the mountains were brought forth, before 
Earth and 'the world were made, then God was 
God: 

And God will still be God, when flames shall roar 
Round earth and heaven dissolvmg at His nod : 
And this God'is our God, eVen while 
Of righteous wrath falls on us smiting sore : 
r And this God is our Cod for evermore 

Through life, through death, while clod returns to 
clod. V 

For though He slay us we will trust in Him ; 

We will flock home to Him by divers ways : 

Yea, though He slay us we will vrunt His prai:.c, 
Serving and loving with the Cherubim, 

Watching and loving with the Seraphim, 

Our very selves His praise througt. endless days. 



o lord: 


M 


« 

All. 

f 

Let cvcVthing ^lat hatlj or hath not breath, 

Let clays and endless days, let life and death, 

Pri^ise <lod, praise (lod, praise (led. His creature 
saith. * 
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3 * 

Thou Who didst make and knowest whereof we are 
made, 

' Oh bear in mind our dust and nothingness, 

Our wordless tearless d'uiibness of distress • 

Bear Thou in mind the burden Thou hast laid 
Upon us, and our feebleness unstay cd 

Except Thou stay us : for thf long long race 

C' 

Which stretclies far and far -before our face 
1'hou knowest, — remember Thou whereof we are 
made. ^ 

If making makes us I'hine then Thine we are. 

And if redemption we are twice Thine own : 

If once Thou didst come down from heaven pfar 

V 

To seek us and to find us, how not save ? 
Comfort us, save us, leave ‘iis not alone, 

Thou Who didst die our death and fill our grave. 



LATEH LIFE. 
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IJ7 


4. ; 

So tired am I, so weary of to-day, 

So unrefreshed from foregone weariness, 

So ovcrbuijdened by foreseen distress, 

So^laggiiHg and so stumbling on my-*.vay, 

I scarce scan rouse myself to watch or pray, 

To hope, or aim, or toil for more or less, — 

Ah, ahyays less and Ipss, even while>I press 
Forward and toil and ahii as best I may. 

Half-starved of soul and heartsidk utterly, 

Yet lift I up my hen^t and soul and eyes 
/(Which fail in looking upward) toward the prize : • 
Me, Lord, Thou seest though 1 see not Thee ; 

• Me now, as once the 'Fhief in Paradise, 

Iwep i-qe, O Lord my Lord, remember me. 



LATER,%IFE. 
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r 




5 * 

Lord, Thou Thyself art Love and only^Thou; 
Yet I who am not love would fain love Thee; 
But Thou alone being Love canst furnish me 
With that same loVe my l^‘iar,t is craving now, ' 

# A 

Allow my plea ! for if Thou disallow, 

No second fountain can I find but Thee ; 

No second hope or help is kft to me, , 

No second anything, but only Thou. 

O Love accept, according my request ; 

O Love exhaust, fulfilling mj; desire : 

' Uphold me with (he strength that cannot tire, 
Nerve »me to labour till Thou bid me rest, 
Kindle my fire from Thine unkindled fire, 
And charm the willing heart from out my breast. 



LATEH LIFE. 
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4 * 

So tired am I, so weary of to-day, 

So unrefreshed from foregone weariness, 

So overburdened by foreseen distress, 

So^laggiiHg and so stumbling on my-*.vay, 

I scarce scan rouse myself to watch or pray, 

To hope, or aim, or toil for more or less, — 

Ah, ahyays less and Ipss, even while>I press 
Forward and toil and ahii as best I may. 

Half-starved of soul and heartsidk utterly. 

Yet lift I up my hen^'t and soul and eyes 
/(Which fail in looking upward) toward the prize : • 
Me, Lord, Thou scest though 1 sec not Thee ; ^ 

• Me now, as once the 'Fliief in Paradise, 

Iwep i-qc, O Lord my Lord, remember me. 



LATEI^ LIFE. 




7 * 

Xo love and to remember ; that is good : 

To love and to forget ; that is not well : 

To lapse from kwe to hatred ; that is Hell 
Ar](}, death and torment, nghdy understood. 

Soul dazed by love and sorrow, cheer thy mood ; 
More blest art thou than mortal tongue car: tell 
Ring not thy funeral but ihf marriage beL; 

And salt with hope thy life’s insipid food. 

I.ove is the goal, love is the way we wend, 

Love is our parallel unending line 
Whose only pcvfect Parallel is Christ, 
Beginning not begun, End without end : 

For Jle Who hath the Heart of God sufficed, 
Can satisfy all hearts, — yea. thine and mine. 



LATER LIFE. 




8 . 

We .feel and si^e with different hearts and eyes : — 
Ah Christ, if all our hearts could meet in I'hee 
How weK it were for them and well for me, 

Our hearts Thy dear acoejjfted sacrWice. 

Thou, only Life of hearts and Light of eyes, 

Ourjife, our light, if once wc turn to Thee, 

So b(nit, O Lord, to them and so 'to me; 

Be all alike Thine own dear sacrifice. 

ThoUciWho by death hast ransofncd us from death, 
'riiyself God’s sole »wcll-pleasing Sacrifice, 

Thine only sacred Self I plead with 1'hee : 
Make Thou it well for them and well for me 
That They.! hast given us souls and wills and breath, 
And hearts to love Thee, and to see Thee eyes. 



LATER LIFE. 
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otar Sirius and the Pole Star dwell afar 

Beyond the drawings each of other’s strength : 

One blazes through the brief bright sum.ner’s length 
Lavishing life*heat'from a Waning car ; j 

While one unchangeable upon a throne 
Broods o’er the frozen heart of earth alone, , 
Content to reignt the bright particular star 

r 

Of some who wander or of seme who groan. 

They own no drawing5| 'each of other’s s^’rength, 

Nor vibrate in a visible symprthy, 

Nor veer along their courses each toward each : 
Yet are their orbits pitched in harmony 
Of one dear heaven, across whose depth and lengtli 
Maynap they talk together without speech. , 



LATER LIFE. 




8 . 

We .feel and with different hearts and eyes : — 
Ah Christ, if all our hearts could meet in 'Fhee 
How weK it were for them and well for me, 

Our hearts Thy dear acc;c]jtted sacrWice. 

Thou, only Life of hearts and Light of eyes, 

Ourjife, our light, if once we turn to Thee, 

So b(n it, O Lord, to them and so 'to me ; 

Be all alike Thine own dear sacrifice. 

ThoUtiWho by death hast ranso^ncd us from death, 
'riiyself God’s sole »wcll-plcasing Sacrifice, 

Thine only sacred Self I pkiad with "J'hee : 
Make Thou it well for them and well for me 
That ThQ,u hast given us souls and wills and breath, 
And hearts to love Thee, and to see Thee eyes. 



later" LIFE, 




II. 

'Lifelong our stumbles, lifelong our regret, 

Lifelong our efforts failing and renewed, 
c While lifelongtis our witness, “ God is good 
Who bore with us dll now, bt^ars with us yet, 

Who still remembers and will not forget, 

Who gives us light and warmth and daily food ; 
And gracious promises half understood, 

And glories half unveiled, wherts^n to set 
Our heart of hearts an^ eyes of our desire ; 

Uplifting us to longing and "to* love, 

LUiing us upward frqm this world of mire, 

Urgipg us to press on and mount above 
Ourselves and all we have had experience of, 
Mounting to Him in love’s perpetual fire. 



LATER LIFE, 
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12 . 


A dream ther^ is wherein we arc fain to scream, 
While struggling with ourselves we cannot speak* 
And mu(?h of all our waking life, ae weak 
And nTisconceived, eluck^s^ys Ukc rtie dream. 

For hatf lifers seemings are not what they seem, 
Andivain the layghs we laugh, the shrieks we shriek; 
Yea,tiU is vain that mars the settled meek 
Contented quiet of otfr daily theme. 

Whei* I was young I deemed \hat sweets are sweet : 
But now 1 deem some searching bitters arc 
Sweeter than sweets, and mor^^ refreshing far, 

And to be relished more, and more desired. 

And moi;e to be pursued on eager feet, 

*. 'On feet untired, and still on feet though tired. 



LATER LIFE, 




13 * 

ohame is a shadow cast by sin : yet shrme 
^ Itself may be a glory and a grace, 

Refashioning <thc sin-disfashioned face, 

't 

A nobler bruit thau holloW-sounded fame, 

A new-lit lustre on a tarnished name, 

One virtue pent within an evil place, 

Strength for the fight, and sv, iftness for the race, 
A stinging salve, a life-requickening flame. 

A salve so searching wc may scarcely live, 

A flame so fierce it seems that we must die, 

An actual cautery thrust into the heart : 
Nevertheless, men die not of such smart ; 

And shame gives back what nothing else can give, 
Man to^nimself, — then sets him up on high. ,, 



LATER LIFE, 
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When Adam and when Eve left Paradise 

Did they love on and cling together still, 

Forgiving^one another all that ill 

The tw^in had wrought on^such alliffercnt wise? 

* # » 

She prcfiped upon his strength,* and he in guise 

Of lover though of lord, girt to fulfil 

Their^terni of lif^ ijftid die when God should will : 

Lie down and sleep, aj?d having slept arise. 

Boast not against us, O our enemy ! 

* * . 

To-day we fall, but^wc shall rise again ; 

»We grope to-day, to-morrow we shall see : 

What is to-day that we should fear to-day ? 

A. morrow conieth which shall sweep away , 

« 

Thee and thy realm of change and dcath«and pain! 



LATER ^/EE. 
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IS- 

J^et woman fear to teach and bear to learn, 
c Remembering the first woman’s first mistake. 

Eve had for pupil the inquiring snake, ^ 

Whose doubts shc^tnswere^ on a great concern ; 
Bul^he the tables so coTitrivecf to turn, u 

It next was his to give and her’s to take ; 

Till man deenied poison sweei^ f(Jr her swee^t sake. 
And fired a train which the >jorld must burn. 

Did Adam love his Eva from first to last ? 

• • 

I think so ; as we love who works us ill. 

And wounds us to the quick, yet loves us still. 
Love pardons the unpardonable past : 

J^ove in*a dominant embrace holds fast 
•His frailer self, and saves without her will. 



LATEJ^ LIFE. 


1 6. 

Our teachers 'teach that one and one make 4wo : 

' Later, Love^ rules that one and one make one : 
Abstruse the problems 1 neither need we shun, 
But sk^fully to each should yield ks Sue. 

The narrower total seems td suit the few, 

The wider total suits the common run ; 

Each* obvious in® its sphere like moon or sun ; 
Bot^i provable by me,^and both by you. 

Befogged and witless, in a worjly maze 

A Roping stroll perhaps ma/do us good ; 

# 

If cloyed we are with much we have understood 
If tired of half our dusty world ahd ways, 

If sick of fasting, and if sick of food ; — * 

And how 'about these long still-lengthening /lays ? 



LATER iJFE, 
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17 - 

Something this foggy day, a something whicl) 

' Is neither of this fog nor of to-day, 

^ Has set me dreaming of the winds that, play 
Past certain cliffs, ?^ong onf certain beach, 

And turn the topmost edge of waves to spray : 

Ah pleasant pebbly strand so far away, 

So out of reach ^vhile quite with?ii my rcach^ ‘ 

As out of reach *hs India or Cathay ! 

I am sick of where I am and where I am not, 

I am sick of foresight and of piemory, 

J am sick of all I have and all I see, 

I am sick of self, and there is nothing new ; 

,Oh weary impatient patience of my lot ! — 

Thus‘'(vith myself: how fares it, Friends, with you? 



iS. 


« 

So late in Autumn half the world’s asleep, 

I t 0 

Ai}d half the wakeful world looks pinched and pale'; 
For dampness now, not freshness, rides the gale ; ^ 
And co^d and colourless cQjiics asKj^re the deep 
With tides that bluster or with 'tides that creep ; 

Now veiled uncouthness wears an uncouth veil 
Of fo^* not sultrf hl.ze ; and blight^and bale 
Hav<j done their ^vorstJ.«and leaves rut on the heap. 

So late in Autumn one forgets the Spring, 

f ' f 

Forgets the Summer with its opulence, 

Xhc callow birds that long have found a wing, 

'riie swallows that more lately gat them hence : 

, . . , , 0 
Will anything like Spring, will anything 

Like Summer, rouse one day the slumbering sense ? 
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<?^ere now is Winter. Winter, after all^ 

'■ Is not so drear as was my boding dream 
, While Autun^n gleamed its latest wate^;y gleam 
On sapless leafag#** too inert to fall. , 

Still leaves and berries^ clothe my garden wall 
Where ivy thrives on scantiest sunny beam ; 

f f 

Still here a b;id and there a, blossom secnj 
Hopeful, and robm still is musical. 

Leaves, flowers and frnit and one delightful song 
Remain ; these days are short, but now the nights 
< Intense and long, hang out their utmost lights ; \ 
Such starry nights are long, yet not too long ; 

Frost nips the weak, while strengthening still the strong t 
AgainsV that day when Spring sets all to rights. ^ 



LATER LIFE, 
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20. 

A hundred thousand birds salute the day : — 

One solitary bird salutes the night : 

Its mellow gneving wiles our grief away, 

And tunes our weary jyaiphes to -delight ; 

It seems to sing the thoughts wc cannot say, 

To know and sing them, and to set them right ; 
Until we feel once more that May is May, 

And hope some buds may bloom without a blight. 
This solitary bird outweighs, ou\vies. 

The hundred thousrnd merry-making birds 
■'Vhose innocent warblings yet might make us wise '' 
Would we but follow when they bid us rise, 

• Would we but set their notes of praise to word's 
And Ic^unch our hearts up with them to the skies. 



LATER’LIFJi. 
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21 . 

'a host of things I take on trust : I tak'^ 

The niglitingales on trust, for few and far 
Between tho^ actual summer moment.^ are 
When I have heafd whatAne^ody they make. 

So chanced it once at Como on the Lake : 

But all things, then, waxed musi^cal ; each 
Sang on its c^)urse, each bre^'ze sang on it^ car, 
All harmonies sang to senses \vide awake. 

All things in tune, myself not out of tune, 

Those nightingales were nightingales indeed : 
"'Yet truly an owl had satisfied my need, 

And vtTOUght a ratiture underneath that moon. 

Or simt)le s])arrow chirping from a reed ; 
l^or June that night glowed like a doubled June.. 



LATm LIFE. 



22 . 

The mountains in their overwhelming mighy 
* Moved me to sadness when I saw them first, 

And afterwards they moved me to delight ; 

Struck harmonies from silent chords which burst 
Out into song, a song' by memory nursed ; 

For ever unrenewed by touch or sight 
Sleeps the keen mAgi i of each day or night, 

In pleasure and in wonder then Immersed. 

All Switzerland behind us on die ascent, 

AllTltaly before us we plunged down 
St. Gothard, garden of forget-me-not : 

Yet wliy should such a flower choose such a spot ? 
Could we forget that way which once we went ' 
Though not one flower had bloomed to. weave ita 
crown ? 



23 - 


Beyond tlfc seas we know, stretch seas unknown ^ 
• Blue and bright-coloured for our dim and green 
t Beyond the 4nds we see, stretch lands unseen 
With many-tinted <tangle ocergrown ; 

Ai?d icebound seas there are like seas of stone. 
Serenely stormless as death lies serene ; ^ 

And lifeless tracts of sand, vihich intervene 
Betwixt the lands where living powers are blown. 
This dead and living world befits our case 
Who live and die : we live in, wearied hope, 

We die in hope not dead ; we run a race 
To-day, and find no present halting-place ; 

AIV things we see lie far within our scope, 

And still fe peer beyond with craving face. 



LATJiR LIRE. 
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wise do gend their hearts before them^o 
C^ar blessed Heaven, despite the veil between ; 
The fooh^h nurse their hearts withjn the screen 
Qf this familiar world, whcfe all w^^ do 
Or have is old, for there is nothing new : 

Yet plder far that world we have not seen ; 

God’': presence an1;edatcs what elsp hath been : 
Many the foolish seern, the wise seem few. 

Oh foolishest^ fond folly of a heart 

Divided, neither here nor there at rest ! 

That hankers after Heaven^ but clings to earth ; 
That neither here nor there knows thorough mirth, 
Half-choosing, wholly missing, the good part 
- ph fool among the foolish, in thy quest* 





;i68 
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y/hcn we Consider what this life we lead 
' Is not, and is : how full of toil and pain, 

^ How blank of rest and of substantial grin, 

<1 

Beset by hunger elirth can'iiever feed, 

# A 

And propping half our hearts upon a reed ; 

We cease to mourn lost treasures^ mourned in vain, 
Lost treasurest we are fain an^ yet not fain 
To fetch back for a solace of o&r need. 

For who that feel this burden and this strain. 

This wide vacuity of hope and heart, 

W(?uld bring their cl^erished well-beloved again : 

To bleed with them and wince beneath the smart. 
To hdv’e with stinted bliss such lavish bane, 

r • , . 

To hold in lieu of all so poor a part? 



LATt:^R Lll^'E.. 
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'I'his Life is 4iil of numbness and of balk, 

^f haltingness and baffled short-corning, 

Of promise unfulfilled, of everything 

« 

That is puffed vanity ai^d -^mipty tiAk : 

Its ve^ bud hangs cankered on the stalk, 

Its \ery song-bird trails a broken wing, 

Its Wry Spring is not indeed like ^Spring, 

But’ sighs like Autumn round an aimless walk. 

This Life we »live is dead for djl its breath ; 

Death’s self it is, eet off on pilgrimage, 

Travelling with tottering stejis^the first short stage 
The second stage is one mere desert dust 
Whpre Death sits veiled amid creation’s rUSt 
Unygil thy face, O Death who art not Death. 



LAIER LIFE, 
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27. 

Iihave dreLmed of Death : — what will it be to die 
•“Not in a dream, but in the literal truth 
( With all Death’s adjuncts ghastly and uncouth, 

c 

The pang that is the last a^i.d , the last sigh ? 

Too dulled, it may be, for a last good-bye, 

Too comfortless for any one to soothe, 

A helpless charmless spectacle of ruth 
Through long lastliours, so long while yet they fly. 

So long to those who hopeless in their fe.ar 

Watch the slow breath and ’00k for what they 
c dread : 

I 

While I supine with ears that cease to hear, 

With eyes that glaze, with heart pulse running 
down 

«* f 

(^las ! no saint rejoicing on her bed), 

May miss the goM *at last, may miss a crown. 



LATTER LITE, 




28. 

In Hfe our absent friend is far away : 

But death may bring our friend exceeding near, 
Show higi familiar faces long so dgar 
^nd Uad him back in reath of wo.-ds we say. 

He oniy cannot utter yea or nay 

In any voice accustomed to our ear ; 

He uftly cannot lAike his face appear 
And turn the sun ba<rk on our sha&owcd day. 

The dead mj^y be around us, \lear and dead ; 

The un forgotten dearest dead may be 

Watching us with unslumbering eyes and heart : 
Brimful of words which cannot yet be said. 

Brimful of knowledge they may not imparl, 

, Bfimful of love for you and love for me. 



tc2 ^'FOF THINE VWN }SAKE, C MY GODI 


JfOR IHINE OWN SAKE, O MY GOD.’’ 

c 

'y^^EAklED of sinning, wearied of repentance, 

< ^ Wearied of self, I turn, my God,, to Thee 
T& Thee, my Judge, on Whose all-righteous sentence 
( Hangs mine eternity : 

o 

I turn to Thee, I plead Thyself with Thee, — 

t( «• 

• Be pitiful to me. 

Wearied I loathe myself, I loathe my sinning, , 

My stains, my festering sores, my misery : 

Thou the Beginning, Thou ere my beginning 

' Didst see and didst foresee 

Me^ miserable, me sinful, ruined me, — 

I plead Thyself with Thee. 

< 

I. plead Thy'^elf with Thee Who art my Mak^r, 
Regard Thy handiwork that cries to Thee ; 

I plead Thyself with Thee Who wast partaker 
Of mine infirmity, ^ 

Love made Thee vvhat Th^u art, the love of me,— 

I plead Thyself with The<^. 



UrXIL THE DAY BREAK. 


UNTIL THE DAY BREAK. 

will the day bring its pleasure? 

When will ths night bring its rest ? 

V 

Reaper and gleaner and thresher 

User toward.the east and the west : — 

Tlie Sower He klioweth, and He knoweth best. 


Meteors flash forth and expire, 
hforthern lights kindle and pale ; 

These are the days of desire, 

Of eyes looking upward that fail ; 
^Vanishing days as a finishing tale. 

Bows down thu.crep in its glory 
Tenfold, fifty folc?, hundredfold 

The .nill^': is ripene^ and hoary, 

The wheat ears are ripened to gold 
Why keep* us. waiting in dimness and cold!' 



74 ^ , UNTIL THE D:1Y BREAK. 

^ f r ' 

^ JLfxd of the haivest, He knov-eth 

Who knoweth the first and the last : 

» 

The Sower Who patiently soweth, 

f ^ <- 

, He scanneth the present and past : 

He^aith, “ V/hat thou hast, what remaineth, held 
fast^^ 

Yet, Lord, o’er Thy toil- wearied weepers - 
The storm-clouds hanjr muttering and frown : 

On threshers and gleunc-rs and reapers, 

O Lord of the harvest, look down ; 

Oh for the harvest, the sho^'t, Clnd the crown I 

I 

“ Not so,” saith the La^'d of the reapers, 

The Lord of the first and the last : 

“ O My toilers. My weary, My weepers, 

What ye have, what remaineth, hold fast. 

Iflide in My heart till the vengeance be past.” 



" READY :TO PERISH." 


‘OF HIM JHAT V((AS’ READY TO PERISH.” 

TORD. I am waiting, weeping, watching for Thee : 
My yoi.th and hope lie by me buried and dead, 
My wandering love hath not where to lay its head 
Except Thou say “ Come to ” 

My noon is ended, abolished Irom life and light, 

My noon is ended, ended and done away, 

My &vih went dowit in the hours that still were day. 
And my lingering day is night. 

Kow long, O Lord, how long in my desperate pain 
Shall I weep and watch, shall I weep and long for 
Thee? 

Is Thy grace ended. Thy love cut off from in^ ? 
How long shall I long in vain ? 

O God Who before the beginning hast seen the end. 
Who hast made flesh and blood, not frost and 
not fire,^ 

Who has*^ filled me full of needs and love and 
desire 

And a hearit that craves a friend. 



"REABY TO^PERISK” 


% 

Wl\) lsa3f<said(“ Come to Me and I will give thee rest,” 
Who hast said “Take on thee My yoke und learnt 
‘ ^ of Me,” 

)Vho caAedst a little child to come to Thee, 

And pillovvedst John on Thy breast; 

A^ho spak’st to women that followed Thee sorrowing;, 
Bidding them weep for themselves and weep for 
their «wn ; 

Who didst welcome the' c’ltlaw adoring Tnec al^* 
alone, 

And plight Thy word as a Kin^g, — 

9 « 

By Thy love of these and of alfdiat ever shall be, 

By Thy love of these and of all the born and 
unborn, » 

Turn Thy gracious eyes on me and think no scorn 
me, not even of me. 

Beside Thy Cross I hang on my cross in shame,. 

My wounds, weakness, extremity cry to Thee : 

Bid me also to Paradise, also me 
For the glory of Thy ^^ame. 



“ lEHOLD^^ THE ‘MAN. ” i ;>7; 


“BEHOLD THE MAN!” 

^HALL Christ hang on the Cross, and wc not look? 
„■* Heaven, earth and hell stood gazing at the first. 
While Christ for long- cursed man was counteJI 
cursed ; » ^ 

Christ, ^God and Man, Whom God the Father strook 
And shamed and sifted and one while forsook : — 

Cry shame upon oin* bodies we ha;e nursed 
Ih sweets, our souL’in pride, our spirits immersed 
In wilfiilness, ^ur steps run allVcrook. 

Cry shame upon us ! for He bore our shame 
In agony, and we look on at ejise 
V\^th neither hearts on flame nor cheeks on flame : 

What Ijast thou, what have I, to do with peace ? 
^^ot.to send peace but send a sword He came, 

And fire and fasis and tearful nigl it- watches. 



#78 , rMi DESCENT F^OM THE CROSS. 


fHE DESCENT FROM THE CROSS. 

JS this 1<ie Face diat thrills with awtf 
Seraphs who veil their face above ? 
Is this the Face without a flaw, 

The Face that is the Face of Love? 
Yea, this defaced, a lil^lcss clod, 

Hath all creation’s love siifificed, 

Hath satisfied the love^of God, 

This Face the Face of Jesus Christ. 



“/r /S^J^VN/SHED. 
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“•IT IS FINISHED.’^ 

J^EAR Lord,, let me recount to Thee 
Some of the great things Thou hast 
done 

For me, me 
Thy little one. 

It was not I *that cared for ^hce, — 

Rut Thou didst set '^hy heart upon 
*Mc, even me * 

Thy little one. 

And therefore was it sweet to Thee 
•Fo leave Tliy Majesty and Throng?, 

And grow like me 
A Little One, ' 

A swaddled Baby^n the knee 
06 ^ dear Mother of Thine own, 

Quite weak like me 
^rhv^littlc.one. 



tiso "IT IS FJNJ&HED . ’’ 

' • t 

Thou didst assume my misery, 
Aiid reap the harvest I had sow/i, 
SComforting me* ' 

Thy Ijttlc one. 


Jerusalem and Galilee, — 

Thy love embraced not those alone, 
But also me 

« t 

Thy little ane.' ' 


Thy unblemished Body oh the Tree 
Was bared and broken Ui atone 
For me, foJr me 
Thy little one. 


^Thou lovedst me upon the Tree, — 
Still me, hid by the i^onderous stone, 
Me always, — me 
Thy little one. 

*^And love of me arose with Thee 
‘ When death and hell lay overthro\*n 
Thou lovedst me 
Thy little one. 



. “ IT ISi>FINn>HED. 


its I 

O 

,^nd loVe\f me went up with 'fhee 
To si<; upon'^Thy Fathe¥^s Throne : > ’ 

Thou lo'jest pie 
•Thy^ little one. 

L®r(i, as Thou jne, so would I Tllee 
Love in pure love’s communion, 

For Thou lov’st me ^ ' 

Thy little ^nf^ : 

Which Iwe me bring back with Thee 
To Judgment, when the Trump is blown, 

Still loving me 
*Thy little one. 



AN EASTER}CAROL. 


AN 'EASTER CAR6l. 

^PRING bursts to-day, ^ 

For Clirist is risen and all the earth’ 
# * 

.lat play., 

Flash forth, thou Sun, 

The rain is over and gone, its v.ork is done. 
Winter is past, ' 

Sweet Spring is cane at last, is conle at laot. 
Bud, Fig and Vine, 

Bijd, Olive, fat with fruit and oil and wine. 

f 

* Break forth this morn 
In roses, thou but yesterday a Thorn. 

c 

« I ' 

Uplift thy head, * 

O^ure white* Lily thr6ugh the Wintct- dc'ad. 

’ , I 

€ •» 

Beside your dams 

£eap and rejoice, you merry-nvakmg Lambs. 



EASfTET^'AROL. liy 

• m 

^ i^lJE^erds^nd Flvicfcs 
I^joice, Air»Besi6ts of thickets and of rocks. 

^ing, Qrejturfis, sing, 

itngels and Men and Birds and everything. 

• ^11 notes of Doves 

Fill all our world : this is the time of loves. 



BEHOLD A ^HAKINit, 



“BEHOLD A SHAK^.NG.” 


I. 

'I 

JyJAN rising to the doom that shall not err, — 

Which hath most dread : the arouse of all or 

t t 

each ; 

All kindreds of all nations of all speecli, 

Or one by one of him and hitn cv:id Icr ? 

While dust reanirtin.te begins to stir 

Here, there, beyond, beyond, reach beyond reach ; 
^Vhile every wave refashions on the bdach ''' 

Alive or dcad-in-life some seafarer. 

Now meeting doth not join or parting part ; 

True meeting and true parting wait till then, 

' When whoso meet are joined for evermore, 

j 

Face answering face and heart at rest in heart : — •’ 
Go(l bring us all rejoicing to the shore 
Of happy Heaven, His sheep hoire to the pen. 


u 



Shaking: 


JBl^ssed flock safe penned in Paradis^ ; < 

^lessed this flock which tramps in weary ways ; 
All forra one flock, God^s flock ; ^11 yield Him 
• praise ^ • *• . 

By jcfy or pain, still tending toward the prize. 

Joy speaks in praises there, and sings and flies 
Whtre no night iSf exulting all itf days ; 

^ere, pain finds i;f)lace, for, behold, it prays ; 
Jn bcjfh lovg lives the life thsrt never dies. 

Here Jife is the beginning of our death, 

And death the starting-point^whence life ensue^^ 
^ Surely our life is death, our death is life : 

Nor need we lay to heart our peace or stiife, 
But calm in faith and patience breathe tke breatS 
God gave, to lake again when He shall choose. 


1^5 



’ ALif^Amrs. 


'ALL SAINTS. 

I 'HEY are flocking from the East 
And the West, 

They are^flocking from the North 
And the Souths ‘ 

Every moment setting forth 
From realm of snake o# lic/li, 

Swamp or sand, 

Ice or burning; 

Greatest and Toast, 

Palm in hand 
And praise In mouth, 

They are flocking up the path 
T<^ their rest. 

Up the path that hath 
No returning. 

• J 

• m 

Up the Ateeps of ^ion ’ 

They are mounting, 

Coming, coming. 

Throngs beyond man’s coii>ntlPg ; 



A LL\ SAINTS. 


l\yitTi A ‘.yund 
Lik^ fftnuxierable beae 
Swarming, humming 
Where flcJwefing trees 
Many Anted, 

Afany scented, 

*Ati alike abound 
With honey, — 

With a swell 

Like a blast Vp^aying unrestrainable 
From a shadowed dell 
To th<? hill-tops sunny, — 

With a thupdcr 

Like the ocean wh(jn in strength 
Bnsadth and length* 

It sets to shore ; 

More and more 

Waves on waves redoubled pour 
Leaping flashing to the shore 
(JLJnliJke tho under 
Drain of ebb that loseth ground 
For al^ it^^oar)^ 

• » 

^'lliey are thronging 
From the East and West, 

Fr#m the North and South, 



ALL SAINTS. 

‘Saints are clironpng,- loving, long’ng,.. 
To their land 
Of rest, 

Palm in hand 
And praise in mouth. 



^^ TAKE CARE OF HIM. 


4‘TAKE CARE 0F-niM.» 

‘ whom I love, for whom I died, 

• Lovest thou Me, bwde?” — 

• Low on my kn^s J love iTiee, Lordj 

Believed in and adored. 

* • » - 

‘^That I love tftee the proof,is plain : 

How dost^thou love again?'' — 

' In pmycr, in toil, in earthly loss, 

.In a long-Carried cross. 

‘‘Yea, thou dost love : yet one adept 
• Brings more for Me to accept." — 

I nqpulc^ my wjll to match witli 'I^i ine, 
My wislies I resign. 

“•Th©u givest much j then gifc the whoVe 
solace <^f My soul.” — 
yiore would I give, if I could ‘get : 
vbu#*, ^(wrd, what lack I yet ? 



\fo ‘ TAKE CARIfOE HIM'; I ' 

M£ thou lovest Me : I t:afl 
' r Thee to love Me in — ** 

9 

Briiy, full my heart,, dej^r Lord, that so' 

' ^ My love may overflow. 

$ 

Love Me in sinners and in saint§, , 

In each who needs or faints.’* — 

Lord, I <will love Thee as I can 

, In ever} brother man. 

/ 

“ All sore, all crippled, all whp ache. 

Tend all for My dear sake.^’ — 

All for Thy sake, I^ord : I will see 
In every sufferer Thee. 

So I at last, vpon My Throne 
Of glory, Judge alone, 

So I at last will say to thee : 

"1 hou diddest it to Me,” 



A HARTYR. 


\ J 


m 


A MARTYR- 

THE VIGIi: OF THE FEAST. 

T NNER*not outer, without gnas-h 8f teeth 

r . » 

Or weeping, savc’i^uiet ^obs of some who pr^ 

And feel the Everlasting Arms beneath, — 

Blacfcne^s of darJkn^^s this, but not for aye ; 

Darkness tliat even in gathering fleeteth fast, 

Blackness of blacicest darkness close to day. 

«Lord^esus,*through 1'hy darkened pillar cast, 

Thy gracious eyes all-seeing cast on me 

Until this tyranny be overpast. 

Me, Lord, remember who remember Thee, 

And •cleave to Thee, and see Thee without sighU 

m 

'•And chqose ^Fhee ^till in dire extremity, 

And in this 'darkness worship Thee my Light, 

And Thee m)kl!ifc adore fn Shadow of death, 
Theg loi^ed by* daf, anjJ still belOved by night. 

It is tl»e Vo^ce of my^ Beloved that saith : 

‘‘ 1 aA^the Way, the Truth, the Lifq I go 
Wlflth®*!: tUaT soul knows well that followeth'* — ^ 



1*5/ A MARTYR, 

O littFe^as 5 know 

At this, eleventh hcdi^ I rise and take 
My life into my hand, and follow so, 

With tears and heart-misgivings and heart ache 
Thy feeblest follower, yet Thy follower 
Indomitable. for Thine only sake. 

To-night I gird my will afresb, and stir 

My strength, and brace my heart to do and dare, 
Marvelling: WiJ[P to-morrow wake the whirr 
Ofi^,he great rending wheels oi from his lair 
Startle the jubilant lion in his rage, 

Or clench the hcadsman^s hand wlvhin my hair, 
Or kindle fire to speed my pilgrimage. 

Chariot of fire and liQrses of sheer fire 
Whirling me home to heaven by one fierce stage ?— 
Thy •Will I will, I Thy desire desire ; 

Let not the waters close above my head. 

Uphold me that I sink not in this mire : 

Yor flesh ar^rl blood are frail and sore afraid ; 

And young I am, unsatisfied and young, 

With memories, hopes, with cravings all unfed. 

My song half sung, its sweetest note^ unsung, 
t All plans cut short, all possibilities, 

' Because my cord of life is soon unstrung. 

<Was I a careless woman set at case 

• c 

That this so bitter cup is brimmed to.' mo ? 



A lifARTYR, 


Hq4 i»ige^)wn.vint?ige* settled on tile lees?* 

A woi^*a pi^ ?yf smoke, would set me free^? 

_ A^\^Prd, a puff of smoke, over and gofie : . . . 
fJdwbeitfkwhom lia'Jfe I, Lord, in heaven but^Tliee ? 
\fca, only Thee my choice is fixec^upon 
In heaven or earth, eternity or time 
Lord, holfl me fast, Lord, leave me not alone, 

Th'^r silly h^eartless dove that sees the^lime 
Yet almost flutters to tke tempLiiig bough^; 

Coijer me, hide me, pluck ^e from this crime. 

A word, a puff of smoke, would save me now : . . 
Butf*who, my God/, would save me jn the day 
Qf Thy fierce angeK»? only Saviotir Thou. 
Preoccupy my heart, and turn ©away 
** AndVover^up mine eyes from frantic fear, 

And '^tdp mine ears lest I be driven astray : 

For one stands ever dinning in mine ear 
“TIow my gray Father withers in the blight 
Of lovS for me, who cruel am and dear^ 

AnSr flow my» McXljcr tlffough this lingering night 
Until the day, sits tearless in her woe. 

Loathing for lo^ oi^c the happy light 
Which brings Jo pass a concourse and a show 
To glift t^e hungry ftices merciless. 

The tfttuisand faces swaying to and fro, 

■j . 

Feasting on'me'*un^^iled^in helplessness 



A MARTtR, 


1^4 < 

AJpn^,-*-^yet not alonfi : Lbrd; st^ndcb^ mt 
As onoCrby lonely Saul in his (Kstr€sr. 

As blossoms tc) the sun I turn to Thee \ 

Thy dove turns to her windo^, think nc'* scorn'; 

As one dove, to &n ark on shoreless sea, 

To Thee I turn mine eyes, my heart forlorn ; 

Put forth Thy scarred right Hand, kind Lord, take 
hold 

Of me Jhihe all-Zcftsaken .^.ove who mourn : 
FoicThou hast loved me Sin6e*lhe days of old, ■ 
And I love Thee Whom loving I will love 
Through life’s short fever-fits of^heA and cold ; 

Thy Name will I ejftol and sing thereof. 

Will flee for refuge to •Thy Blessed Name. 

« 

/ JLord, look upon me from Thy bliss above : 

Look' down on me, who shrink from all the shame 
And pangs and desolation of my death, 

Wrenched piecemeal or devoured or set on flame, ' 
\vHiie all thq world around me holds its breath 
With eyes glued on me for a 'gazing-^tock, 

Pitiless* eyes, while no man pitieth. 

The floods are risen, I stagger ir thelt shock, 

t ' * 

My heart reels and is fairjt, I fiiil, I faint*: 

My God, set Thou me up upon the rock,. 

Thou Who didst* long ago Thyself acquaint 

With death, our death ; Thou Wlfo dillst long ago 



A %IARTYR. 


'JS 

Pcwir fo^th- Thy, sotfl {(ft sitftjpr and4br satnt. 

Bear fne in girtt, whom no or.4 else will lw)w ; 
th«?u Whom Thy^friends forsook, ,t'^.ke Thou my 
paR, 

Of all forsaken in mine overthrow ; 

Carry me in Thy bosom, in Thy heart, ^ 

arry m^ out of darkness into light, 

*ro-morrow make me see Thee as Thou art. 

^i^over ,and friend Thou hidest fr6*aa my sight : — 

Ates, alas, mine earthly Ich^e, alas. 

For whom I thought to don the garments white 

And^ke wrealh a bride, this rugged pass 

^ JEIath utterly divorced me from ihy care ; 

•Yea, I am to thee as a shaitered glass 

tVorthTess, with no more beauty lodging there, 

Ablforfed, lest I involve thee in my doom ; 

> 

For sweet are sunshine and this upper air, 
v?nd life and youth are sweet, and give us rooiii 
For ail most sweetest sweetnesses we t?< 5 ite : ’ 

■Dear, what Imjt thc^u* in common with a tomb ? 

I bow my head in silence, I rnake haste * 

Alone, *I make^hasHout into the dark, 

• • • # 

My life n^d youth and kope all run to waste. 

Is this my body cold and stiff and stark, 

AsheS*made ashes, earth becoming*earth. 

Is this a piize lor mgn to make his mark? 



A MARWR. 


^ Am^ I t?iat”verj I whq^iauglfed tn mirtli ^ 

A whiles ago, a littl'? little whilev 

Yet all the^ while a-dying since niy birth? 

No^ am I tired, too tired to strive or smite ; 

I s’t afone, my mouth is in the dust : 

I ook Thou upon me, Lord, for I am vile. 

In< Thee is all my hope, is all *hiy trust. 

On Thee I centre all my self that dies, 

And self that drs^not with its mortal crust, . 

BT.t*^ sleeps and wakes, arid fn ?he end will rise 
With hymns and hallelujahs on its lips. 

Thee loving with the love thaJssatiSfies. 

As once in Thine ftnutterable ellipse 

The sun and moon grew dark for sympathy, 

t 

And earth cowered quaking underneath the drips 

Of ^y slow Blood priceless exceedingly, 

< 

So now a little spare me, and show forth 
SontS pity, O my God, some pity of me. 
lArouble <romes not from the south or north. 

But meted to us by Thy tc'hJer hand, 

Let rfle not in Thine eyes be nothing worth : 
Behold me where in agony, I stand, 

Behbld me no man carmg for my soul. 

And take me to Thee in theifar-off land^ 

• Shorten the race and lift me to the goal. 



WHY? 


ORf),*if I love Tliee*and Thpu lov^t me, 

• Why need I any more these toilsome days ; 
Why sTiould I not ru% singin^jp*Thy ways ^ 
Stra^it into heaven, V fcsfe myself with T^iee ? , 
What need remains of death-papg yet to be, 
w I# all, my swil is^piickened in Thy praise ; 

If all my heart loves Thee, what need the amaze, 
S]triiggle and dimness of an jgony? — 

Hriddfwhoril I love, if thou foo lovest Me, 

Tlwu bleeds must* choose My Likeness for thy dower 
So wilt thou toil in patience, and abide 
• Hungering and thirsting for that blessed h^ir 
W^hen 4 My Likeness shall behold in thej. 

And thou, thereii^ shalt waken satisfied. 



I|S , ,“,L6VE is STRONGc*AS 


LOVE is' STRONG AS DEATH.” 

f 

“ J. HAVE *xOt sought Thee, I have not found Thrj 
I have not thirsted for Thee : 

And now cold billoe^'is of dea.h surround me, 
Buffeting billows of dcath*astodnd me, — 

Wilt Thou look upon, wilt Thou see 
I'hy perishing me?” ^ 

Yea, I have sought thegj, yea, I have found thee, 
•Yea, I have thirsted for thee, * 

Yea,^rong ago with love’s bands I bound theS : * 
Now the Everlasting Anns surround thee, — 
Thro’igh death's darkness I look and see 
itnd clasp thee to Me.” 




